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THE WRESTLER WHO MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS 


When The Crusher passed away from cancer at age 79 on October 22, 2005, pro wres- 
tling lost yet another iconic figure. A no-nonsense, barrel-chested, beer-drinking, who told 
it like it was and maintained honor for the sport of pro wrestling until the very end, Crush- 
er is another in a line of departed beloved figures of the mat game. 

Wildly popular in his hometown of Milwaukee, Crusher was best-known throughout 
the AWA area (Minnesota, Omaha, Nebraska, Illinois, Wisconsin, etc.), and was a “take- 
no-prisoners” guy in and out of the ring. 

Crusher also made a big impact during the early 1970s in the Detroit and Indianapolis 
territory (the WWA). For most of 1972, the infamous BlackJacks - Mulligan and Lanza, 
managed by Pretty Boy Bobby Heenan, were ruling the roost of the WWA, cheating their 
way to victory after victory. Dick the Bruiser, the fan’s favorite, tried partner after partner 
to rid the area of the BlackJacks. Yet, the devious cowboys always managed to find away 
to keep their titles and defeat Bruiser and his chosen partner. 

In June, Bruiser told the WWA-TV audience that he'd had enough and he was calling 
somebody he could trust to get the job done, somebody as rough and rowdy as he was... 
and somebody whose very name would send fear into the BlackJacks and Heenan. That 
man was his “cussin’ cousin” — The Crusher. Indeed, The Crusher showed up in Detroit's 
Olympia Stadium in the main event to team with The Bruiser to face The BlackJacks, Over 
the next several months, crowds were building as the two teams fought bloody battles, 
again with the BlackJacks coming out on top, usually due to the interference of Heenan. 

In December, matchmaker Lou Marudas agreed to Bruiser & Crusher’s demand that 
a cage match be held with a definite winner to be declared. Bruiser & Crusher vs. The 
BlackJacks.. in a cage. Bruiser went on TV to declare, “If we don’t beat these two bums for 
the titles, you'll never see my face in Detroit again.” 

Until this time, the crowds at the O ympia were small compared to the established 
NWA promotion run at Detroit's Cobo Arena. In fact, during this wrestling war, many 
top-name stars were brought in by the NWA promotion to lure fans from going to the 
WWA/Olympia shows. While Olympia had 2,000 fans, Cobo boasted 8,000. But not this 
time. Wrestling fans knew they were going to see a donnybrook. 

Usually, you could walk up to the Olympia box office 15 minutes before the start of 
the card and get a ticket. Not on this night. A full two hours before the opening bell, lines 
were not only filling the Olympia box office lobby, they were down Grand River Avenue. 
This match resulted in the largest attendance ever for the WWA in Detroit - approximately 
10,000 fans showed up. And they got what they came for, as Bruiser and Crusher won the 
WWA Tag Team Championship in a genuine bloodbath. 
Without The Crusher, that crowd would never have appeared. Here was aman known 
only largely by reputation to wrestling fans in Detroit, who managed to build up (with 
Bruiser) a single cage match over six month's time. How? Because the working-class peo- 
ple of a working-class town identified with him. Just like the other fans in the midwest. 
Inever had the pleasure of seeing him after this six month run in Detroit. But I'll never 
forget The Crusher. 


-Brian Bukantis, Publisher 


BlackJack Mulligan, of course, was one of the BlackJacks, but he flourished as a sin- 
gle’s wrestling star, especially in the Mid-Atlantic area. In this issue, we present David 
Chappell’s interview with the man from Sweewater, Texas. The interview is furnished 
courtesy of the outstanding Mid-Atlantic Gateway website (www.midatlanticgateway. 
com). We were able to enhance the interview not only with the photos of Mid-Atlantic 
lensman Bill Janosik, but with many photos from the Wrestling Revue Archives as well. 
We hope you'll enjoy it. 


READERS! WE WANT TO HEAR FROM YOU! 


Tell us who you'd like to see featured in Wrestling Revue! 
Write to: Wrestling Revue * Box 309 « Fraser, Ml 48026 
or visit our website: www.wrestlingrevue.com 


4 * WRESTLING REVUE #149 + October - December. 2005 


DIBIASE HONORED by PWHF at SOLD OUT DINNER by Bob Bryla 


The Lucky Fortune Restaurant in 
Staten Island, New York was the site 
of John Pantozzi’s fundraising dinner 
for the Professional Wrestling Hall 
of Fame and Museum (PWHEF) on 
November 5, 2005. 

As the event developed, a more 
appropriately named restaurant 
probably could not have been located. 
The fans that were “lucky” enough 
to obtain a ticket to the sold out 
dinner will not soon forget the fun 
and camaraderie that permeated the 
atmosphere. The PWHF is thankful 
for the small “fortune” that it received 
through the efforts of Pantozzi, the 
attending wrestlers, the fans and the 
behind-the-scenes helpers. 

The evening was billed as “The 
Million Dollar Dinner” since the guest 
of honor was Ted DiBiase, who gained 
international fame as the “Million 
Dollar Man”. Ted agreed to attend the 
event as he felt that the preservation of 
the history of professional wrestling 
was important. The PWHF is a not- 
for-profit corporation that maintains a 
museum in Amsterdam, New York. 

When the dinner was publicly 
announced, both Bret Hart and Mick 
Foley consented to attend in order to 
support the PWHF and show their 
respect for Ted DiBiase. All wrestlers 
attending the dinner, including these 
three superstars, did so on a voluntary 
basis. 

The room was quite crowded but 
the fans and wrestlers seemed to enjoy 
the mingling. Everyone agreed that the 
fifty-course buffet was well worth the 
price of admission. Each attendee also 
received a beautiful 11” X 17” full-color 
cardboard poster as part of their price 
of admission. Fans seemed to enjoy 
g these posters signed by the 
in attendance. The beauty of 
ers is that they are quite 
; and unpretentious. 
personally interact 
x other fans will 


ring to fans and other wrestlers. 
Bodybuilder / wrestler Tony Cosenza, 
who is in his late eighties, was there 
and looked spry. Dr. Billy Darnell, 


now a practicing chiropractor, 
looked very fit. Dr. Darnell’s riding 
companions were women wrestling 
stars Ida May Martinez and Kathleen 
Wembley. They made a great looking 
senior trio! 

PWHF Board of Directors 
members “Irish” Davey O’Hannon 
and Gene “Cousin Luke” Petit 
were also on hand. Davey gave a 
heartwarming speech about life on 
the road and being remembered 
when the career is over. The PWHF 
was also glad to have Mario and 
Jumpin’ Joe Savoldi, Pete Sanchez, 


Joe Novo, Jim Powers, Al Vass, Crusher 
Townsend, Tito Torres, “Mr. Nostalgia” 
Joe Franklin, Demolition Blast, Billy 
Caputo, and Johnny Ova with Bobby 
Riedel at the event. John Sokol must be 
mentioned for his significant support 
for helping in making various guest 
arrangements. 

Foley told a funny story about a 
recent angle that occurred in the WWE. 
Hart spoke about the sincerity of Ted 
DiBiase in his Christian ministry and 
praised Ted’s wrestling abilities. Before 
Ted took the microphone, Mrs.DiBiase 
gave heartfelt thanks to the crowd for 
their support. The Main Event of the 
evening was “The Million Dollar Man” 
himself! He made us laugh, he made us 
proud to be wrestling fans and he then 
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shocked PWHF officials. Ted pledged 
one thousand dollars ($1,000.00) to the 
PWHF’s Building Fund! 

This announcement startled 
President Tony Vellano and Vice- 
President Mike (Capano. Vellano 
went on to publicly thank Ted for 
such generosity. Ted, in superb form, 
responded, “Well, I AM the ‘Million 
Dollar Man! ” 

John Pantozzi must be considered 
the new “chef” for the Professiona 
Wrestling Hall of Fame and Museum 
since he cooked up his second sold ou 
dinner extravaganza for the PWHF 
during the past two years. 

Please visit the PWHF website a 
www.pwhf.org to view more pictures 
of the dinner. Also, please consider tax- 
deductible donations to the PWHF’s 
Building Fund. Details are also found 
on the PWHF website. 

In the meantime, fans will have 
to wait for another “specialty” dinner 
from Mr. Pantozzi. 


The Million Dollar Man with 
PWHF Selection Commitee 
member, Tom Burke 


The Hitman and John Pant Bret Hart and Mick Fol. 


ir 


s 


a, 


“Hillbilly Cousin Luke” aka Gene Petit was 
on hand to honor Ted Dibiase. 


Mick Foley lightens up the crowd as only he PWFH President Tony Vellano and Ted Dibiase, who shocked Tony with a donation of $1,000 to the 
can do it. PWHF. 
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“AND THATS 


One of the best feuds in the Midwest 
was between Harley Race and Rufus R. 
Jones. These two grapplers fought their 
way across the flatlands of Kansas. They 
fought in the foothills of Missouri. They 
fought in the plains of Iowa and even into 
the neighboring state of Illinois. 

I could best reminisce about a match 
that happened in Des Moines, Iowa in 
1972. These two had fought on three cards 
previous to this one and had resolved 
nothing about who the better man was. 
Harley had won one, Rufus gained a 
victory in one, and the last, a Texas Barn 
Match with guys surrounding the ring, had 
no real winner, as it turned into a battle 
royal before the night was out. 

Harley Race began his career as a 
pretty tough kid, taking on all comers at 
a carnival and whipping some of the best 
that Iowa and Missouri had to offer. This, 
y the way, was at the tender age of 15. 
Harley was given the chance to turn to 
pro wrestling after he pleaded with the 
ate Gust Karras of St. Joseph, Missouri. 
He was extremely successful in his early 
years and was doing fine until an accident 
stopped him. He was told at that point that 
he would never wrestle again, and that, in 
all likelihood, he would be in a wheelchair 
the rest of his life. Gust Karras had Harley 


taken to a specialist, and Harley was given 
anew outlook on life, as his problems were 
cured by a surgeon’s talents. 

After going through rehab, Harley 
went back to what he knew best - wrestling. 
Gust was happy about the outcome and 
promoted the young Race with vigor. He 
pitted him against the best that St. Joseph 
and the other towns he promoted had to 
offer, guys like Ronnie Etchison “The Old 
Pro from St. Joe,” Sonny Myers, Bob Orton 
Sr, and Larry Hamilton. Harley had some 
fantastic matches against these men and 
set a pace that most guys would only look 
at and never attempt to copy. He would 
sometimes wrestle as many as 325 nights a 
year and was a top money maker for Karras 
and other promoters. 

Rufus Jones was billed from Amarillo, 
Texas and tipped the scales at around 
275. He was big but could move like a cat 
when angered by opponents. He was a 
no nonsense type of guy who kept pretty 
much to himself and didn’t socialize with 
too many of the guys in the business. 
His favorite move was the Head Butt, a 
maneuver that Bobo Brazil used with great 
success. Rufus enjoyed a good battle and 
was always in great physical condition 
during his entire career. 

The feud that began as a regular 


pairing, when Rufus arrived in the Heart 
of America Sports area, was simply a 
wrestling match that promoter Karras put 
on one of his many cards at the Municipal 
Auditorium in Kansas City, Kansas every 
Thursday night. It was evident that these 
two would be money makers for Karras, 
and he just let the rule book be thrown out 
in their matches. 

Race and Rufus had a lot of battles 
for the Central States belt as well. It was a 
prestigious title that only a few good men 
wore around their waist. Many gallons 
of blood were lost by a lot of good men 
defending that belt. Many broken and 
dislocated bones were a part of that belt’s 
history. Many nights were spent travelling 
to a lot of cities defending its honor. Too 
much to be written about at this time. 

The downtown Veterans Memorial 
Auditorium in Des Moines had been host 
to many super cards of wrestling. A lot of 
men battled in the ring set in the middle 
of the building. A few riots were caused 
at ringside by fans and wrestlers as well. 
Many feuds were started and ended here, 
as it became evident that this was the place 
where the buck stopped. 

The fans came from as far away as 
Kansas City and Waterloo and Omaha to 
see the matches every two weeks. They 
were good wrestling fans who respected 
the huge and mighty grapplers in the ring. 
Many had thenerve tocome to thebackstage 
area and ask for pictures and autographs. 
Most of the guys were very kind to the fans 
and gave them their wishes. After all, they 
were, in fact, working for the fans. 

I was proud to be asked by Harley 
Race to be in his corner when he met Rufus. 
Of course, I never did anything for the fun 
of it, and I subjected Harley to a contract 
for the match. We arrived at the auditorium 
at 6 p.m. and went directly to the dressing 
room area, where Harley started to do 
some warm-up exercises. It was very much 
a part of our business to be in shape and 
warmed up for a match. If not, you can 
suffer a lot of problems later in life with 
arthritis and pain. 

Harley and I arrived at 6 p.m. at the 
Auditorium and went directly to our 
dressing room. Harley began a warm up 
regimen that would put many athletes to 
shame. He did deep knee bends, pushups, 


‘sit-ups, and squats with huge dressing 


tables on his shoulders, and then he jogged 
around the room. I sat as usual at my table 
looking over my upcoming schedule for 
the following month ahead. 
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After about an hour of constant 
working out, Harley came over to my table 
and sat down to talk about what strategy 
I had in mind for the match. Harley was 
always concerned about his opponents 
and finding a logical way to beat them in 
the middle of the ring or outside the ring if 
necessary. I began my observation of Rufus 
and the cheating ways he won matches. 

“Rufus, for the first thing,” I began, 
“has the blessing of Promoter Gust Karras 
on his side, and, as you know, he goes 
crying to him every time something doesn’t 
go his way, RIGHT????” Harley agreed. 

“Rufus has that hard head of his that 
had butted his way to a lot of victories, 
RIGHT????” Harley again agreed. 

“Rufus uses that BIG SWING 
maneuver, RIGHT???” Harley again 
nodded his head. 

“I have a way that I know will stop his 

winning streak and put him in a defensive 
mood. It will make him want to wrestle 
instead of breaking rules all the time.” 
Harley questioned my logic but put his full 
trust in me and went along with everything 
Thad to suggest. 
The undercard was a super card in its 
own right. Danny Little Bear opened the 
card with Bob Orton Sr. and beat him in 
a little over eight minutes with an Indian 
Death Lock. The second match had Black 
ack Black, a friend of Angus Campbell 
and another one of the huge grapplers 
whom I had under contract, beating Bobby 
Whitlock with a series of bodyslams and a 
ress. 
Pat O’Connor was on the card and 
faced Benny Ramirez, and it ended in a 
time limit draw. Texas Bob Geigel met and 
beat Ronnie Etchison, the old pro from 
St. Joe. The semi-main event had Ted and 
erry Oates against Ron Bass and Dutch 
Mantel. It was for the World’s Tag Team 
Championship and ended in a countout 
by both teams, as the action ended up 
on the arena floor and all the way back 
to the dressing room before it could be 
contained. 

As the bell rang for the main event, 
Ole “Rabbit Ears” Moody, the referee, stuck 
his ugly head into our dressing room and 
yelled, “Come on, Race - your opponent is 
in the ring - what are you waiting for???” 
When he saw me for the first time that 
night, Moody questioned as to why I was 
there. I told him to mind his own business 
and just do what he was paid too much to 
do - referee the match. 

Harley began to think about the words 


Thad said to him earlier about having the 
ability to make Rufus wrestle instead of 
breaking the rules. I assured him that I 
had everything under control and not to 
worry about anything. We began the escort 
to the ring under the watch of eight of Des 
Moines’ finest police. Fans were not told 
that I would be at ringside and were really 
mad at me for being with Harley. Harley 
kind of enjoyed the extra attention and 
gloated to the people that we had Rufus 
right where we wanted him. 

Rufus glanced over toward the front 
row where his family was sitting and 
saw something that took his eyes and 
concentration away from Harley and me. 
A huge man was seated next to his son 
(who would become The Reverend Slick 
in later years) and Mrs. Jones. For some 
reason, Rufus knew that something was up 
and began to try and jump from the ring 
to get at this huge man, who had a beard 
and wore a big hat and overcoat. Referee 
Richard Moody grabbed Rufus and told 
him he had to concentrate on what was 
going on in the ring. 

Rufus kept trying to get out of the ring 
to get at this stranger, but was restrained 
by both Moody and Race. I was inching 
towards the big guy seated at ringside 
when Rufus jumped out of the ring and 
grabbed me. I thought that I was a goner, 
but Harley had also jumped out of the ring 
and was beating the snot out of Rufus. 
Rufus turned the tables on us and regained 
his composure and was doing a good job 
of teaching Harley a lesson in humility 
when that huge guy seated at ringside 
grabbed the little guy and started towards 
me. Suddenly, he pulled the big hat off and 
shed the big overcoat, and there was Angus 
Campbell, the man who made wrestling a 
household name in the Midwest. 

By now, Rufus had gone berserk, 
with Angus holding hisson under his 
arm, and tried in vain to get at him. 
Harley grabbed Rufus in a series of 
painful arm and leg locks and had 
the bigger Jones at bay for a while. 
He tried to get Rufus to submit but 
could not get it to happen. Angus 
had sat himself at ringside and held 
up the little guy every few moments 
to let Jones know who was in charge 
of the situation. 


Harley puts the elbow to Rufus in one 
of their 1970s Central States encoun- 
ters. 


Ina fit of rage, Rufus grabbed Harley 
and headbutted him, knocking him over 
the top rope onto the arena floor and 
splitting Race’s forehead from side to side. 
Rufus then jumped out to the floor on the 
other side, grabbed his son away from 
Angus, and proceeded to beat the heck out 
of Angus. They fought back towards the 
concession area and had police very busy 
trying to keep fans away from them as 
they bashed each other’s bodies senseless. 
Guys from the back joined in the fight, and 
we had a battle royal going on between 
everybody. They fought all the way back to 
the dressing rooms. 

In the meantime, Harley had climbed 
into the ring a bloody, beaten mess, and 
Rufus was counted out of the ring, as the 
referee had no other choice. I had jumped 
into the ring, as there was a riot in progress 
outside the ring. Along with extra officers 
and Harley, we started towards the 
dressing room, where we met up with an 
angry Angus. He was mad at himself for 
letting the kid go when Rufus grabbed at 
him. He pleaded with Harley and me not 
to be mad at him. He was worried that he 
would not have a future in the Midwest for 
his error. 

Rufus had gone to Gust Karras and 
demanded a match with Angus for what 
he had done to his family. I thought it 
was pretty funny to out-think Rufus, but 
that was not a hard thing to do. After all, 
I was the Epitome of wrestling managers 
- RIGHT???? 

Naturally, hewasgiventhe opportunity 
at a later date by Gust Karras. 


We won the battle that night, but not 
the war. 
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THE FABULOUS CRUSHER 


BY NORMAN KIETZER (FROM WRESTLING REVUE OCTOBER, 1966) 


Late last summer, in St. Paul’s 
Midway Stadium, the man known 
throughout the wrestling world as 
“The Crusher” defeated Maurice 
“Mad Dog” Vachon to win the A.W.A. 
World Heavyweight Wrestling 
championship. The ten thousand 
Minnesota wrestling fans went wild 
with joy. They had waited almost a 
year for smeone to knock off the hated 
Mad Dog. But the happiest man of all 
was the Crusher. This win, for the title, 
was the realization of a lifetime dream 
for him. 

The Crusher was born Reggie 
Lisowski, about 30 yars ago in 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin. He was the son 


of John and Angeline Lisowski. His 
father had been a boxer. After hanging 
up his boxing gloves, John Lisowski 
operated a bar in Milwaukee. He was 
still operating the bar when he was 
killed in a boating explosion two years 
ago. 
Crusher’s favorite story about his 
ather goes as follows: “One day when 
I was a kid of eight, my old man was 
sitting on the front porch with a glss of 
beer when I ran by him so fast I blew 
the foam off his suds. He yelled at me, 
‘Hey punk, what are you running so 
fast for?’ I told him that there was a kid 
at least twice my size chasing me. My 
old man yelled at me to get back there 


Harley Race begs for mercy as The 
Crusher roars for him to get up and fight 
like a man 


and fight him and to always remember 
it isn’t the size of the dog that counts, 
but the size of the fight in the dog.” 

Crusher continued, “I’ve never 
forgotten that lesson, and I’ve never 
run from anyone since. The Crusher is 
afraid of no one.” 

At the age of thirteen, Crusher 
embarked on a planned program of 
body building. His father encouraged 
Reggie and his two younger brothers 
— Lenny and Ronny - to develop their 
bodies and engage in sports. 

Crusher developed his “brash 
showmanship” when’ still in high 
school. He was the fullback at the 
South Milwaukee High School team. 
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Crusher tells it as follows: “All I did 
was to point out my plays and then 
bull through those very spots. I told the 
boys it was nothing to get angry about 
but they only gritted their teeth.” 

While playing high school football, 
eh earned himself the nickname 
“Rotten Reggie” for his habit of spiking 
his opponents. Reggie also played 
‘ootballa t Marquette University for a 
hort time, but then came World War 
L 


m 


The Army grabbed him in 1944 
and shipped him off to Germany with 
he 106th Infantry. As a rifleman in the 
great invasion of 1945, he was one of 
he first G.I.s to cross the border into 
Germany. Later he was among the first 
into Berlin. 

Crusher then spent 13 months with 
he Occupation troops as an MP. He 
showed no mercy while keeping the 
Germans in line. In fact one of them 
once remarked, “If all Yankee soldiers 
were like this one, the War would have 
ended long ago.” 

Crusher summed up his war 
experiences as follows: “The path 
through Germany was strewn with 
corpses and broken human beings. It 
made me sore at the entire world. I 
was disappointed in society for letting 
it get into such a mess. Imagine people 
killing each other by the millions in 
order for the survivors to get along. 
Once I thought that the war might 
do some good. You know, the war to 
end wars, and all that. But back home 
again, I realized that it didn’t do a 
damn bit of good. when the Korean 
war came along, I decided it was all 
hopeless. It made me bitter. From that 
time on, I became a terror, as dirty as 
I could get -in the ring, of coruse. 
It helped me get rid of some of that 
bitterness I felt toward people for their 
own stupidity.” 

After the war, Crusher returned 
to Milwaukee. His record as an MP in 
the army qualified him for a job with 
the police force. However, his brutality 
with prisoners cost him that job after 
only a few months. He then tried his 
hand at bricklaying, but he finally 
entered professional wrestling. 

Crusher started wrestling in the 
Milwaukee-Chicago area in 1947. He’s 
been at it ever since. As he tells it, “I 
knew at once wrestling was my racket. 
Wrestling gives me an opportunity to 


unleash all my fury and break another 
man’s body and at the same time, stay 
out of jail. After all, in the wrestling 
ring it’s legal. It’s too bad we have 
rules that allow me only to break a few 
bones. I could have more notches on 
my wrestling tights than Jesse James 
had on his guns.” 

During the 1950s, the Crusher took 
a young wrestler named Stan Holek 
under this wing. They became a tag 
team and were billed as “The Lisowski 
Brothers.” During most of the decade 
they were either leading contenders 
or holders of the World Tag Team 
Championship. About six years ago, 
Crusher became so much in demand 
as a singles star that he and Stan split 
up. Stan soon teamed with Art Neilson 
on the team known as “The Neilson 


Brothers.” 

The Crusher spent the next two 
years, 1961 and 1962, mostly in the 
Pittsburgh area where he became a 
leading wrestler. The list of opponents 
he defeated during those years includes 
Buddy Rogers, Bruno Sammartino and 
Antonino Rocca. He also headlined 
cards throughout the northeast, 
including New York’s Madison Square 
Gardens. 

In late 1962, The Crusher returned 
to the midwest where he has done most 
of his wrestling since. He has returned 
on occasion to Pittsburgh for several 
WWWF title matches against Bruno 
Sammartino. 

The Crusher wrestles mainly in 
sin-gles matches. He and his “cousin” 
Dick ‘The Bruiser’ Afflis, are a highly 


The Crusher on Pittsburgh TV with announcer Bill Cardille. Crusher had memorable bouts against 


Bruno Sammartino. 
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successful tag team. In fact, they held 
he World Tag Team Championship 
for several months. But both The 
Bruiser and The Crusher are in such 
demand as singles stars that it has not 
been economical for them to form a 
permanent tag team. 

The Crusher’s greatest rivalry in 
he wrestling ring in recent years has 
been with Verne Gagne. While Gagne 
held the AWA title, they had many 
matches. Lately, the Crusher’s arch- 
rivals in the wrestling ring have been 
Mad Dog Vachon and the tag team 
of Handsome Harley Race and Larry 
Hennig. 

It was Hennig and Race — former 
proteges of The Crusher- who defeated 
The Crusher and The Bruiser to win the 
World Tag Team Championship. In fact, 
Crusher’s hatred of “The Dolly Sisters” 
as he calls them, is so intense that he 
recently teamed up with his former 


Reggie makes a point about telling the fans 
how feels about them. 


enemy, Verne Gagne, in an attempt to 
defeat Hennig and Race. Crusher said 
of Gagne, “He was a good partner, but 
sometimes hwen the going got rough 
he would get carried away and start 
to use some of those amateur holds he 
knows. In professional wrestling, you 
have to use roughter tactics.” 

Although The Crusher and Gagne 
were unsuccessful in their attempt to 
win Hennig and Race’s title, they did 
gain some revenge. In a 6-man tag team 
match, The Crusher and Verne Gagne 
and Kenny Jay teamed up to defeat 
Hennig, Race and Chris Markoff. 

The Crusher has his own personal 
names for each of the “Dolly Sisters.” 
They are “Gertrude” Hennig, “Sylvia” 
Race and “Sweet Lips Christine” 
Markoff. 

The Crusher’s most hated enemy 
however, is the man he calls “Mad Pig” 
Vachon. These two have had many 


loody battles and there is no love lost 
between them. 

Since winning the title, Crusher 
has defeated Hennig, Race, Markoff 
and Vachon. He has defended the AWA 
itle in Minnesota, Wisconsin, Illinois, 
he Dakotas and Nebraska. 

What does The Crusher think about 
he other wrestlers who he has faced 
during his career? Here is what he has 
o say about some of his opponents. 

“I haven't wrestled Lou Thesz 
since he held the NWA title in the ‘50s. 
lost to him on a disqualification then. 
Lou Thesz has refused to meet me ever 
since.” 

“Bruno Sammartino is strong 
allright - as far as lifting weights are 
concerned. But there’s a difference 
between being a strong wrestler 
and being a strong weightlifter. The 
Crusher is the strongest wrestler in the 
business today, not Bruno. Sammartino 
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is too dumb to be champ.He doesn’t 
deserve any title. The Crusher is the 
real champion. I’ve met and defeated 
more top wrestlers than any other 
man. What more can you do?” 

“Buddy Rogers? He never even 
pushed me. After four matches with 
me, he quit wrestling. He’s just one 
more bum I put out of commission. 

“Mad Dog Vachon? I can handle 
that jerk with one hand tied behind 
my back. 

“Verne Gagne came close to giving 
me my roughest match. It was in 
Indianpolis. It was rough, all right, but 
even he didn’t extend The Crusher too 
ar. I haven’t been pushed to my full 
potential yet. 
“Dick the Bruiser is the roughest 
wrestler, that is, besides the Crusher. 
Bruiser is the second best wrestler 
here is. 

“The Dolly Sisters? The only reason 
beat them one at a time instead of all 
ogether is that Karbo (Minneapolis 
promoter) wouldnt’ let me take on all 
hree of them at once.” 

The Crusher’s wrestling style is 
different than that of most wrestling 
villains. Although he uses his fists 
and kicks and stomps like other 
roughnecks, he is different in that he 
comes right out and does it openly. The 
Crusher doesn’t wait until the referee’s 
back is turned before he breaks a rule. 
The only rules The Crusher follows in 
the wrestling ring are his own. 

He says, “If you want to see 
scientific amateur wrestling — then go 
watch the college kids. let’s keep pro 
wrestling just like it is. It’s a rough and 
tough sport where only the strong will 
survive. Any wrestler using the catch- 
as-catch-can method will beat any 
wrestler using the so-called scientific 
stuff. Those amateurs better go back 
to college where they belong and leave 
the pro wrestling to the men.” 
Crusher continues, “I am a real 
scientific wrestler. When I get through 
beating a bum, he’s afraid to step in 
the ring with me again. That’s where 
the science comes in. I’m the strongest 
wrestler, the most scientific, and I have 
the higher IQ.” 

The Crusher’s favorite method of 
winninghismatchesisby overpowering 
his opponents. He stomps, kicks, slugs 
and gouges his way to victory. He 
often uses his famous “Crusher Bolo 


Punch” to knock his opponents cold. 
This is the maneuver where he goes 
into a wind-up and lands his fist on 
his opponent's chin. The Crusher also 
has two submission holds which he 
uses to pin his opponent. They are the 
stomach claw and the full nelson. On 
rare occasion he has even used a drop 
kick to win his matches. 

The Crusher is about six feet tall 
and weighs 250 pounds. He is sold 
muscle all over. His chest measures 60 
inches and he has 22-inch biceps. His 
neck measures 21 inches. 

His training methods? As Crusher 
tells it, “I train in saloons. Whenever 
any smart guys get funny with me, I 
throw them against the wall, through 
the wall, and under the bar. I'm 
undefeated in the saloons since I was 
14 years old. 

“Sure I drink beer. What's wrong 
with that? Beer’s good for you. Yeah, 
I know Tony Galento trained on beer, 
too. But I work out the next day and 
keep the blubber from accumulating.” 

The Crusher also enjoys smoking 
expensive cigars. he has what can be 
described as a gravel voice. 

From what you’ve read so far, you 
would guess 
that The Crusher 
most be one of 
the most hated 
wrestlers in the 
business. Such 
is not the case. 
In Minnesota, 


where he has 
done more 
wrestling than 


any place else 
during the past 


three years, 
The crusher 
ranks with 
Verne Gagne, 
Eddie Sharkey, 
Reggie Parks 


and Igor Vodik 
‘or popularity. It 
wasn’talwaysso 
but the Crusher 
has gradually 
developed an 
array of fans. 
The secret of 
his popularity 


honesty. The Crusher never claims to 
wrestle by the rules and he never tries 
to hide the fact that he is breaking a 
rule. 

Mitsu Arakawa will sneak in 
a karate thrust when the ref is not 
ooking. Larry Hennig will help out 
Harley Race when the ref’s back is 
urned. These are actions that the 
ans hate. The Crusher comes right 
out brawling from start to finish. He 
ikes to hand out punishment, but he 
doesn’t go crying to the referer when 
e has to take it. 

The Crusher associates with the 
people more than other wrestlers. 
When the Minnesota Twins won the 
pennant, The Crusher, who is an avid 
Twins fan, led a victory march around 
he studio of WTCN-TV in Minneapolis 
and disrupted the wrestling show for a 
time. 

The Crusher is possibly the best 
known sports personality int he state of 
Minnesota. More people recognize him 
on the street han Harmon Killebrew 
of the Twins or Fran Tarkington of 
the Vikigns. last year, a local singing 
group, The Novas, put out a record in 
which they imitated The Crusher. It 


is probably 
his _ outspoken 


neapolis match. 


The Crusher Claw applied to Don McClarity in this October, 1963 Min- 
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THE LEGEND OF 


THE 
CRUSHER , 


by George Lentz Y 


Like a classic novel, the legend of 
Reggie “The Crusher” Lisowski now 
has both a beginning and an end. When 
the storied life of “The Wrestler Who 
Made Milwaukee Famous” ended on 
October 23, 2005, so ended an era that 
will never be duplicated. 

No one could have predicted the 
impact Reggie Lisowski would have on 
professional wrestling, nor the fame he 
would bring to Milwaukee, Wisconsin, 
when he first stepped into the ring at 
the Paris Ballroom, 1208 W. Mitchell 
Street on Milwaukee's South Side, in 
late Fall of 1949. A body-builder and 
power-lifter, Reggie first learned to 
wrestle from an army instructor while 
stationed in Heidelberg, Germany. 
Upon his return to the states, he was 
taught to wrestle at the Eagle’s Club 
by veteran wrestlers Ivan Rasey of 
Janesville, Wisconsin and fellow 
Milwaukeean Buck Tassie. 

Presumably, Reggie’s first profes- 
sional opponent was a Frenchman 
named Marcel Buchet on November 
30, 1949 Neither the Milwaukee 
Journal nor Milwaukee Sentinel 
printed the results of that card and 
Lisowski himself, in a 2000 interview 
with Japan’s Gong Magazine, said he 
could not remember his first opponent. 
Nevertheless, Lisowski, a dark-haired 
husky listed at a “mere” 203 pounds in 
early publicity, did indeed journey into 
the ring, be it November 30 or shortly 
thereafter. 

His career began onasmaller circuit 
which also included West Allis, Beloit, 
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Green Bay and Madison, Wisconsin 
as well as Chicago and Rock Island, 
Illinois — mostly cities that he could 
travel to after working as a brick-layer 
by day. Lisowski himself called these 
days “hard times” when he made only 
$5 per match. He began wrestling, he 
said, because he had married his high- 
school sweetheart, Faye, and he needed 
the extra money. Early opponents 
included obscure names like Whiskers 
Abraham, Joe “Dynamite” Baneck, 
Johnny Paulin, Bill Brown, Al Monte, 
Frank Wilzer and many others who 
were mostly tied to southern Wisconsin 
or northern Illinois. But there were 
other better-known veterans such 
as Johnny “Swede” Carlin, Kostas 
Davelis, Rudy Kay, Jimmy Demetral, 
Johnny Moochy, and Kola Kwariani 
who pitted their experience against the 
youth and strength of Lisowski. While 
results of many of those matches are 
scarce, those that are available showed 
that Reggie was a winner from the 
start. 

In Green Bay, Lisowski drew turn- 
away crowds to the Labor Temple 
whenever he was pitted against local 
favorites Howard or Mike Blazer, 
a father-son tandem. Long-time 
Crusher fans would be stunned that 
as a youngster, he wrestled a match 
lasting 1 hour, 13 minutes, defeating 
Mike Blazer in a 3-fall match on 
December 17, 1950. Reggie followed 
up with another 73-minute match 
against father Howard, long-time 
Wisconsin Heavyweight Champion, 
this time losing with the state title at 
stake. Blazer was around 50 years old 
at the time, but was a tough veteran, 
having once wrestled 58 minutes with 
the immortal Ed “Strangler” Lewis. 

Lisowski was the scheduled 
headliner in a match in Richland 
Center, Wisconsin on May 25, 1951 in 
which Curtis “Spike” Peterson suffered 
a broken neck on the undercard. 
Peterson died three days later. In 1974, 
The Crusher would recall, “we've had 
more deaths and crippling injuries in 
professional rassling than any other 
sport I know of.” He was not kidding. 

By the winter of 1951, only two 
years past his pro debut, Lisowski 
hooked up with Chicago wrestling 
Czar Fred Kohler. Kohler had taken 
note of Lisowski’s matches at the 
Rainbo Arena and signed him up. One 


Bein in 


of Lisowski’s first matches for Kohler 
was as a last-minute substitute against 
Dick Hatcher in Racine, Wisconsin. 
Lisowski was beaten in two falls in 
26 minutes, but quickly would be 
turning the tables on more experienced 
opponents such as Al Williams, Gene 
Dubuque, Karl Gray and Chief Little 
Fox. In February and March of '52, 
Lisowski was sent east for seasoning, 
and did well against the likes of Chris 
Tolos, Bob Wagner, Tarzan Hewitt and 
Wild Man Zim. He met Verne Gagne 
in the ring for the first time in Troy, 
NY, but lost. After a brief return to the 
Midwest, Reggie, with family in tow, 
headed to Texas for a two month stint 
in May and June. The fans and the 
newspapers loved him and he rolled 
over talented stalwarts Ivan Kalmikoff, 


Art Nielson and Reggie Lisowski proudly display their trophy as top tag team. 


George Bollas, Johnny Balbo, and 
Mike Paidousis and wrestled draws 
with future legends Ray Gunkel, 
Gory Guerrero and Freddie Blassie. It 
was in a match against Gunkel in Ft. 
Worth that Lisowski received the first 
of at least six concussions he suffered 
during his career. 

When Reggie returned to Kohler’s 
troupe, he was a consistent winner and 
his success in the ring continued. His 
schedule was hectic. A typical week 
may have seen him in Two Rivers, 
Wisconsin on Monday; Tuesday in 
Minneapolis; Wednesday in Harvard, 
Illinois; Thursday in Milwaukee; 
Friday in Round Lake Park, Illinois; 
Saturday in Angola, Indiana; Sunday 
in Watertown, Wisconsin. As his 
reputation grew, so did the cities he 
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The Lisowski Brothers — Stan Holek and Reggie Lisowski - they took on all comers. 


appeared in and the travel. Many times 
he was away from home for weeks at 
a time with no communication with 
his family. There were no fancy gyms 
in those days, so he worked out at the 
YMCAs to stay in shape. 

Lisowski was headquartered in 
the Midwest for most of 1953, but 
eventually ventured westward, where 
he defeated Mike DiBiase to become 
Rocky Mountain Champion on 
November 3 in Denver. He held the 
title until February 16, 1954, dropping 


it to Pat O’Connor. Around this time, 
Lisowski teamed with veteran Art 
Neilsonand the duo defeated Bill Melby 
and Jack Witzig in Chicago to become 
world tag team champions. Lisowski 
and Neilson were great draws and 
fighting champions, defending their 
title from Nebraska to Massachusetts. 
They wrestled together for a year anda 
half, parting company in July 1955. 
Shortly thereafter, Lisowski met 
future tag team partner Dick “Bruiser” 
Afflis for the first time -as an opponent. 


Reggie had beefed up over the years 
and was regarded as one of the most 
feared villains in the country. “Bruiser” 
was a maniac in the ring who often 
needed police to break up his matches. 
A bout between the two was a natural, 
and they met many times throughout 
the territory. Most of the bouts ended 
in disqualifications or count outs, 
although the Bruiser did score a clear- 
cut 38-minute victory over Reggie in 
Green Bay, Bruiser’s old stomping 
grounds as one of the fabled football 
Packers. By most accounts, however, 
it was Reggie who out-roughed Afflis 
during these affairs. 

In 1956, Reggie began teaming 
with Stan Holek, who became Reggie's 
“brother” Stan Lisowski. The two, 
complete with bleached-blond_ hair, 
quickly became world tag team 
champions, a title that they seemed to 
have won and lost over and over again 
in a muddled title picture. However, 
the two were probably the most 
successful villain team in wrestling, 
competing together for nearly 4 years, 
copping several titles and winning the 
vast majority of their matches, often 
in straight falls. While hated by fans 
most of the time, they were favorites 
when they fought Russians Boris and 
Nicoli Volkoff. The teams traded the 
championship back and forth during a 
prolific two-year feud that never failed 
to draw a large house. 

During their time together, the 
Lisowskis took on all comers in a wide 
variety of places. At first they were 
regulated to the Kohler territory, taking 
on such formidable teams as Dick the 
Bruiser and Hans Schmidt, Verne Gagne 
and Argentina Rocca, Angelo Poffo 
and Bronko Lubich, Wilbur Snyder 
and Bill Melby, and scores of other 
combinations. Then they branched out. 
They had great success in Georgia, 
topping Ray Gunkel several times in 
team matches. They took the Canadian 
Open Tag Team Championship from 
Whipper Billy Watson and Yukon Eric 
in Toronto and battled Chris and John 
Tolos in Alberta as well. Bearcat Wright 
and Tex McKenzie were among the 
teams who fell to the Lisowskis during 
a tour with Tony Stecher’s Minneapolis 
office, where they also feuded with 
Ivan and Karol Kalmikoff and Herb 
and Seymour Freeman. In the east 
they beat Guy and Joe Brunetti in 
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Brooklyn, Mike and Doc Gallagher 
in Cleveland, Ray Stevens and Roy 
Shire in New York City. 

Once the Lisowski Brothers 
disbanded in the summer of 1959, 
Reggie embarked on a solo career, 
a move that would eventually lead 
him to become a legend in his 


chosen profession. His long ON 
blonde mane was shorn ; 5 
a ARE 


into a crewcut. The 
punklike demeanor 
portrayed by he 
and Stan was also 
gone, replaced 

by a new image 
and nickname: 
“Crusher.” 

Nobody, it “ 
seems, knows for 
sure how Lisowski 
came by the new nickname. One 
version has it that a promoter, in a 
publicity blurb, said that Lisowski 
was crushing his opponents and the 
name stuck. Or it may have been 
that he liked to use a full nelson — or 
a neck crusher as it was referred to 
-as his finishing move. However it 
came to be, the crusher image was a 
perfect fit and the character of “The 
Crusher” was born. 

Immediately as “Crusher 
Lisowski,” Reggie proved to be a 
sensation. In Omaha before 7,560 
fans, he was disqualified against 
Doctor X (Bill Miller), when he 
smashed Miller, two referees, 
promoter Joe Dusek and several 
other wrestlers with a chair. In 
Canada, he wrestled a “no contest” 
decision against Bruno Sammartino 
and teamed with equally feared and 
amous villains Killer Kowalski and 
Hans Schmidt. Shortly thereafter he 
headed to the east coast, spending 
a good portion of 1961 and part of 
1962 traveling back and forth from 
the Midwest. It was not uncommon 
or him to be in Green Bay, Wisconsin 
one night and New York City the 
next. His notoriety was growing. 
Photos of a battle he had against 
former boxing champion Primo 
Carnera made newspaper sports 
sections around the country. 

On February 2, 1962, 
The Crusher beat Bruno 
Sammartino in Pittsburgh, 
a victory Crusher 


ae 


remembered and was proud of 
many years later. The win garnered 
Crusher matches against NWA World 
Champion Buddy Rogers, one of the 
very few wrestlers to ever hold more 
victories over Crusher than vise-versa. 


In September, Crusher joined Verne 
Gagne’s Minneapolis-based AWA 
promotion and toppled everyone in his 
path. Tiny Mills, Dr. Bill Miller, Larry 
Hennig, Moose Evans, Doug Gilbert, 
Bob Geigel, Hercules Cortez, and 
Rocky Hamilton were among his many 
victims. By 1963, he was the leading 
contender to Gagne’s heavyweight 
title and on July 9 finally won the 
belt. His title reign was short-lived as 
Gagne regained the championship in 
a rematch three weeks later. The two 
exchanged the title again before the 
end of the year, but not before “The 
Crusher” ‘and Dick the Bruiser beat 
the Kalmikoff Brothers to capture 
the AWA World Tag Team 
Championship. For a one 
month period in 1963, The 
Crusher was both World 
Champion and World 
Tag Team Champion. 

It was in 1965 that 
the villainous Crusher 
became a character 
good guy. After losing 
a title bout to Gagne in 
September the year before, 
The Crusher disappeared for 
three months, re-emerging with 
Dick the Bruiser to go against the 
evenmore despised team of Handsome 
Harley Race and Pretty Boy Larry 
Hennig. The fans favored the barroom 
brawlers, billed as cousins, over the two 
upstart prettyboys. While not really 
cousins, Bruiser was always “Uncle 
Bruiser” in the Lisowski household. 
The Crusher himself boasted years 
later that he had never changed his 
style, but that the fans had themselves 
changed. The promoters took 
advantage of the new found popularity 
and ran with it. They matched The 
Crusher against other villains such as 
Mad Dog Vachon and Pampero Firpo, 
which only served to enhance his 
standing with fans. He even teamed 
with former nemesis Verne Gagne for 
a brief reign as tag team champion. 
A month later, he defeated Mad Dog 
Vachon for the AWA World Title before 
6,345 faithfuls in St. Paul’s Midway 
Stadium while the Beatles appeared in 
town on the same night. The Crusher 
dropped the title back to Vachon 
several months later in Denver. 
The next few years saw The 
Crusher continue to wrestle with the 
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The Crusher and Dick the Bruiser — one of the 
greatest tag teams of all time. 


AWA, with occasional forays into 
St. Louis, Pittsburgh and Bruiser’s 
Indianapolis-based World Wrestling 
Association. He wrestled a famous 
match against Giant Baba in Tokyo, 
Japan, on December 6, 1967 shown on 
ive nationwide TV to huge ratings, 
and spent all of January 1968 in Japan. 
Nearly all of his bouts ended with some 
type of disqualification. In August of 
969, he returned to Japan with Dick the 
Bruiser and won the International Tag 
Team Championship from Giant Baba 
and Antonio Inoki. Upon his return to 
he states, he and Bruiser dropped the 
AWA World Tag Team Championship 
o the Vachon Brothers in Chicago, 
he story being that as Crusher was 
pummeling Butcher Vachon, Mad Dog 
jumped on him from the top rope, 
injuring The Crusher’s back. There 
were also been rumors that Crusher 
had been injured during his tour of 
Japan, but it seems that he simply had 
a squabble with Gagne over money 
and left the promotion. 

The injury angle set the stage 
or a big comeback in January 1970 
with The Crusher vowing revenge on 
Mad Dog. Their upcoming grudge 
matches were sealed by an incident 
during a television match in which 
Vachon suffered an artery wound at 
the hands of The Crusher. The ensuing 
bouts drew huge gates and crowds 
throughout AWA land and culminated 
in a series of “Steel Cage” matches. 
Both Mad Dog and The Crusher 


particularly remember the cage bout 
fought in Milwaukee before 12,076 fans 
and a Midwest indoor gate record of 
$58,270. While Crusher was down and 
bleeding profusely, irate fans shot past 
ringside guards and tried to scale the 
cage to help him. Crusher agreed in a 
1999 conversation that had he lost, the 
fans would have rioted. Fortunately, he 
won that night. Mad Dog reportedly 
suffered a broken nose. 

Over the next several years, The 
Crusher became the man to beat in 
the AWA. Gagne was the champ, but 
Crusher was box-office king. It didn’t 
matter if the undercard was filled with 
virtual squash matches; Crusher’s 
name in the main event meant a 
huge crowd, if not a sellout. In his 
hometown, between June 13, 1970 
and March 3, 1973, the Auditorium 
sold out 13 of 15 times, including 11 
times in a row, whenever Crusher 
was in one of the featured bouts. The 
two non-sellouts were only 52 and 32 
tickets shy. His nine main events at 
the larger Arena drew 100,689 fans for 
an average of 11,188. His bouts outside 
of Milwaukee were similarly attended. 
Among his victories were some of 
wrestling’s biggest names: Ivan Koloff, 
Dusty Rhodes, and Superstar Billy 
Graham. 

In Japan, he and Dick the Bruiser, 
regarded as villains, obtained 


The Crusher’s legendary battles in AWA-land against Mad Dog Vachon brought fans to their feet. 
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legendary status when a cage death 
match against heroes Shozo Kobayashi 
and Great Kusatsu caused one of 
the worst riots in Japanese history. 
The bout took place in Nagoya on 
November 27, 1972 and ended in a “no 
contest” after 16 minutes. According 
to The Crusher, he and Bruiser “beat 
the shit” out of the two Japanese heroes 
and had to be taken out of the Aichi 
Prefectural Gym by police through an 
underground exit. Promoters had to 
give away free tickets to the next card. 
To this day, fans in Japan revere to two 
rowdy “cousins” for their roughhouse 
tactics. 

Through the ‘70s, The Crusher 
remained a constant in the AWA — 
dubbed “Crusher Country” - winning 
and losing the tag team championship 
several times with partners Red 
Bastien, Billy Robinson and Dick the 
Bruiser. For years he feuded with 
Bobby Heenan’s family of wrestlers, 
which included Nick Bockwinkel, 
Ray Stevens, Black Jack Lanza and 
Bob Duncum. In the latter half of the 
decade, Super Destroyer and Angelo 
Mosca, along with their manager 
Lord Alfred Hayes became his main 
targets. The bouts involving Hayes 
were often amusing, as The Crusher 
tried to humiliate Hayes with a variety 
of partners and gimmicks. In one 
instance, The Crusher picked George 
Gadaski to be his tag team partner, 


A highly popular combination in AWA-land: 
Ivan Putski and The Crusher. 


Big crowds showed up at the Detroit Olympia when “Da Crusher” made several appearances. 


grabbing him out of the blue as 
Gadaski worked on the ring. In 
another, The Crusher chose midget 
Lord Littlebrook as his partner in 
memorable comedy bouts against 
Hayes and Super Destroyer. Yet later, 
The Crusher would wrestle Hayes 
himself in Tuxedo Matches, with tł 
first one able to tear off his opponent's 
tux declared the winner. 

By the 1980s, The Crusher, whose 
career had now spanned over 30 
years, was beginning to slow down. 
Nevertheless, he had some of the 
better matches of his later career when 
he went up against 460-pound Jerry 
Blackwell. Blackwell scored a rare 
pinfall on The Crusher in St. Paul and 
the two fought all the way back to the 
dressing room. But during the bout, 
The Crusher was his usual self, using 
a chair, a table, and brass knuckles 
on Blackwell. He used a discarded 
popcorn box to gouge Blackwell’s eyes 
as well. 

In the summer of ’81, The Crusher 
again disappeared from wrestling, 
the story being that he was injured in 
a match with Blackwell. He returned 
unexpectedly in late ‘83 to replace Hulk 
Hogan, who had suddenly departed 
the AWA. The Crusher wrestled a 
full schedule in '84, but was often 
teamed with younger wrestlers as 
age and injury had slowed him down 
considerably. He had his last run as tag 
team champion with former rival Baron 
Von Raschke at his side. Finally, by 


18 e WRESTLING REVUE #149 ° October - December. 2005 


Nick Bockwinkel on the receiving end of The 
Crusher’s ‘Bolo Punch.’ 


1985, with the nation-wide expansion 
of the WWE, The Crusher wrestled his 
final matches with the AWA. Fans had 
been exposed to the razzle-dazzle style 
of the WWF. There seemed no place 
or aging veterans as the AWA headed 
oward a more youthful roster in a 
desperate but futile attempt to keep 
crowds from dwindling. It wasn’t 
ong before the WWF began using 
The Crusher on some of their shows 
in cities where fans were familiar with 
him. It turned out to be a good deal 
or both, as Crusher wrestled his final 
matches before large crowds, even 
eaming several times with the bigger- 
han-life Hulk Hogan. The Crusher 
wrestled one of his last, or perhaps his 
ast match in 1988 in Omaha, teaming 
with Ken Patera in a disqualification 
victory over Demolition. Afterwards, 
he made several appearances for the 
WWE as a manager or second, with his 
ast-known appearance being in 1990. 
The Crusher suffered a heart attack 
in the early ‘90s and had six bypasses. 
After recovering, he was inducted into 
he World Championship Wrestling 
Hall of Fame, where he ended up 
smashing a cigar into the face of Ox 
Baker during an interview. 
In 1994, Mid-American Wrestling 
PromoterCarmineDespiritocoaxedThe 
Crusher into making an appearance at 
he Wilson Park stadium in Milwaukee. 
The Crusher seemed genuinely 
touched by the crowd’s chants of 


“Crusher,” and he danced the polka in 
the ring with one of his daughters. The 
following year, Despirito ran a show at 
Polishfest on Milwaukee’s lakefront, 
with the condition that The Crusher 
make an appearance. The Crusher 
did and ended up taking action in 
the ring against Colonel Blatnik, who 
had some unkind words to say about 
Crusher’s Polish fans. The Crusher 
back-dropped Blatnik and tossed him 
out of the ring. 

In 1998, The Crusher made an 
appearance on “Over the Edge,” a 
WWE pay-per-view. Crusher was 
honored along with Mad Dog Vachon, 
and the two ended up united against 
Jerry Lawler, who ended up taking 
wo bolo punches from The Crusher 
o the delight of the sellout crowd. 
Not long afterward, The Crusher had 
hip replacement surgery at St. Francis 
Hospital in Milwaukee. The hospital 
had to post a guard at Crusher’s door 
after fans began wandering in for a 
visit. The Crusher did not reques 
he guards; he said he didn’t mind so 
much that people wandered in, bu 
he never knew for sure if some flake 
was going to walk in. When told tha 
he could’ve handled any flake, The 
Crusher responded that he was in 
pretty tough shape after the surgery. 
Then, with typical Crusher humor 


Harley Race about to be dispatched by ‘Da Crusher’ in this 1962 AWA match. 
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added, “Maybe I could’a choked ‘em 
if I could’a got ahold of ‘em.” 

In 1999, at 73 years old, The 
Crusher was still maintaining his 
“hundred megaton biceps” through 
daily workouts, during which he 
could still bench press 350 pounds. 


The passing of yet another legend —Da’ Crusher 


by Michael Lano, wrealano@aol.com 


It seems like we're losing more 


: and more of the all-time greats since 
: Lou Thesz’ passing. And too rapidly. 


Reggie Lisowski was someone 


: I think many of us hoped would be 
: around forever; to enjoy his retirement 
: after decades of in-ring labor and 
: entertaining millions around the world. 
: Hewassomething else and many of you 
: know far better than I because I only 
i occasionally got to photograph him in 
: the AWA(plus Winnepeg and Al Tomko 
: had an unusually brilliant territory), 
: Honolulu and Montreal. From his days 
: with Stan as the Lisowski Brothers, to 
i all the Fred Kohler Dumont Network 
: days at the Marigold Arena; to all the 
: record crowds and magic he created 
: in the AWA as both world champ 


and Ivan Koloff who were also former 
huge names in Crusher’s AWA. Dusty 
would later finesse the surprise partner 


by ripping 


he bedspread off the small 


cage containing Mad Dog Vachon and 
later George Steele. Crusher was just 
magic on the screen of WTBS Super 
Station for this short trip and helped 
give Ole and GCW fans the impression 
anyone and anything could show up 
there. Again, the cigar sticking out of 


his mouth when standing nex 


to slick 


Gordon Solie, our Walter Cronkite; 


was something. 
Crusher 


had a 


particularly 


unusual battle I shot against the late / 
great Lonnie Mayne in Honolulu on 
a card that had Fred Blassie, Sheik, 


Mil 


Mascaras and other all-time 


The Crusher made a few more 
appearances over the years, but as 
time went on, seemed to prefer to stay 
out of the limelight. Although many 
years had passed since his heyday, 
fans still managed on occasion to 
find his house and knock on the 


: and tag champ with Bruiser and Red 
: Bastien(Crusher filled in for the late 
: gentleman Hercules Cortez). All the 
: battles with Stevens and Bockwinkel, 
: the Blackjacks, Ladd and Von Rashke, 
: youname‘em and Crusher and Bruiser 
: had exciting bouts with them. 


spectacular legends (that word is 
going to be repeated ad nauseum here 
because our heroes deserve it...again I 
think I’m preaching to the choir here). 
Lonnie was known as “Mad Dog” there 
rather than Moondog, and the battle 
with Crusher would lead into one 


door. A decade later, he still couldn’t 
go to a restaurant without drawing 
attention. Despite the sometimes 
unwanted commotion, he proudly 
stated that he never turned down an 
autograph. 
Though it’s hard to imagine The 
Crusher’s career being any more 
successful than it was, The Crusher 
did not think that he would go into 
the wrestling profession if he could 
live his life over again. It was to 
him, after all, a job and one without 
pensions or medical benefits. But 
after thinking about it, he added, 
“Well, maybe . . . you never know.” 
Odds are he’s on the road right 


i particularly 
; believe Dusty Rhodes ‘brought him 
i in’ asa surprise partner to Georgia 
i Championship Wrestling to help him 
i do battle with probably Ole Anderson 


Much of his ‘Crusher’ character 


H was an exageration of the real Reggie 
: Im sure. 
i few can — that connection with the 
: audience.. tha 
: I think the fans back then believed he 
i was a good ol’ boy they could actually 
: enjoy a brew or two with. He really 
i seemed to enjoy his fans and being 
i reportedly very smooth to work with. 


But he conveyed what 


he’s one of them and 


I don’t remember all of this 


circa ‘79 angle, but 


with Mad Dog Vachon, where the loser 
wouldn't be able to call himself “Mad 


Dog” any longer. 
you AWA ‘ites wil 
him with Billy Rob 
In the early 80's, 
the AWA -it was 
and Mad Dog 

And Okerlund’s 


And I think any of 
recall tags pairing 
inson were unusual. 
if one summed up 
Crusher, Da Baron, 
the triumpherant). 
expressions when 


interviewing Crusher going wild... 


ah, the memories 


we all have. Let's 


try to forget whatever WWF had 
Crusher doing towards the real end of 
his wrestling career. That Vince stuff 


doesn’t count. 


As former great Chicago cop 


and major Chicago wrestling history 
buff Al Fujara said, ‘Crusher is now 
teaming up for the Lord up in heaven 
with his “cousin” Dick the Bruiser’. 

Yes, we can only imagine the fun 
they're having, with both probably 
telling Bruiser Brody and Road 
Warrior Hawk to stop copying their 
no-sell mayhem. Lonnie Mayne and 
Johnny Valentine are probably adding 
into the mix. And Thesz is telling 
them to “straighten up and stop the 
choreographed tumbling boys”. We 
all miss them so much. 


now. 


: The Crusher and his wife at Caluiflower Alley 
Club reunion. Photo by Dr. Mike Lano. 
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CRUSHER 
RETURNS 


THE FABULOUS CRUSHER 


MILWAUKEE'S HERO 


att tling 
WA Milwaukee Wres 
ji Yearbook - 1969 


The biggest news to hit the wrestling world in recent weeks is the return to action of The Crusher. The Milwaukee 
strongman was injured last summer in a Chicago bout in which he and Dick the Bruiser lost the World’s Tag Team 
Championship to the Vachone Brothers. It was feared at the time that his wrestling career was over for good, but that was 
not the case. 

He has returned to action with one thought in mind, getting a chance for revenge with the Vachones. 


BAD NEWS FOR THE BLACKJACKS! 


THE CRUSHER 
HAS ARRIVED 


The entire wrestling world is agog over the reuniting of one of wrestling’s 
most successful and powerful teams - Dick the Bruiser and The Crusher. It is 
true, The Bruiser and his cousin, Crusher Lisowski, are back together again, in 
hopes of doing away with the current World Tag team Champions, Black Jack 
Mulligan and Black Jack Lanza. 

It wasn’t easy getting the pair to step into the ring. Both The Bruiser and 
The Crusher are sought after by wrestling promoters throughout the country, 
and neither man comes cheap. However, Olympia’s Promoter Lincoln Cavalieri 
and Mathcmaker Louis Marudas have insured The Bruiser and The Crusher of 
receiving the largest guarantee ever given to a tag team in Michigan. Besides 
the large undisclosed sum of money, The Bruiser and The Crusher have 
another good reason for teaming up once again. They are confident they can 
defeat and humiliate The Black Jacks and take the World Tag Belts. 


NE 
THE OFFICIAL OLYMPIA WRESTLING MAGAZII 


STADIUM SUNDAY, JULY 16, 1972 
OLYMPIA 


HERE COMES 


THE CRUSHER: 


= Detroit If any team can do it, certainly it must be these two. These two men 
Stranglehold 972 practically wrote the book on wrestling brutality. If Dick the Bruiser is “The 
July 16,1 World’s Most Dangerous Wrestker,” then The Crusher is without a doubt, 


“The World’s Most Dangerous Wrestler,” then The Crusher is without a doubt, 


a Eg 
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“The World’s Second Most Dangerous 
Wrestler.” The styles of The Bruiser and 
The Crusher are alike. They’re mean, 
rough, and tough, and they don’t play 
games. When they get into the ring, 
it’s all business and no fooling around. 
Both The Crusher and The Bruiser 
like to make sure they’ve beaten an 
opponent when they face a man. In the 
wrestling world, the names of Bruiser 
and Crusher are synonymous with 
“fear.” 

The Bruiser and The Crusher are 
probably the most feared team of all 
time. During the past years, they’ve 
teamed up against some formidable 
foes. The list of tag teams defeated by 
The Crusher and The Bruiser reads 
like a “Who's Who?” of Wrestling. The 
Assassins, Chris Markoff and Angelo 
Poffo, Mitsu Arakawa and Dr. Moth, 
Larry Hennig and Harly Race, The 
Chain Gang, and many other top teams 
have fallen at the hands of these two 
rough-house wrestlers. 

The Bruiser and The Crusher will 
now be faced with the task of defeating 
one of the vilest tag teams in the history 
of wrestling -Mulligan and Lanza. 
Since The Black Jacks have become the 
World Champions, they’ve had things 
their own way around the rings of the 
wrestling world. Not a single team has 
been able to defeat them. 

The Crusher got word of the havoc 
being created by The Black Jacks and 
talked things over with The Bruiser. 
Together, the men agreed that it was 
time they reunited to dispose of the 
champions. Dick the Bruiser was happy 


to comment on the upcoming battle: 
“Those jerks have been runnin’ around 
with the belts too long. I’ve finally got 
my old partner back, my cousin, and 
let’s see how long Mulligan and Lanza 
can last with us. Let ‘em just step into 
the ring with us, and well tear ‘em 
apart. And after we get done with them, 
we're gonna’ bust open Hennan’s head 
for good measure. Hennan is always 
running at the mouth, well, he won't 
have much to say when we're finished 
with him.” 

Regardless of the outcome of the 
big main event, this is one match that 
the fans are going to remember. With 
wrestlers like The Bruiser, The Crusher, 
Mulligan and Lanza all in the same 
ring, it is no wonder that Olympia 
Stadium is the place to be for the tops 
in action and excitement! 


ENN 
OFFIC AJOI EAGUI 


GUNNING FOR HAYES 
0. 221 


Bw we ESTLING 


AWA All-Star Wrestling 
#221 - 1978 


Lord Alfred Hayes was quite pleased with himself as he boasted during a 
recent TV. interview that his wrestling proteges had beaten many of the top stars 
of professional wrestling. In fact, His Lordship proclaimed that they were not 
only beaten, but injured, and run out of the AWA as well. 

The arrogant Englishman went down the list of his men’s dirty deeds. ‘First 
we demolished porky Pedro Morales, a very overated individual.” He continued, 
“Then we dispatched with Chief Peter Maivia. a savage who had absolutely no 
wrestling finese at all. Next we rid the A.W.A. scene of Rufus Rt. Jones, an over 
weight country bumpkin. And of course we also took good care of The Crusher, 
an absolute disgrace to the sport of processional wrestling. Anyone who trains on 
beer, smoking cigars, and dancing the polka, certainly can’t even be considered 
an athlete.” 

Unfortunately The Crusher happened to be watching Hayes shoot off his 
mouth at the TV. station that day. When it came time for The Crusher’s interview, 
he was vivid with rage! 

“The wrestler who made Milwaukee famous” completely denied that Hayes 
or any of his henchman ran him out of town. ‘That goofy Englishman peacock 
and his hooded creep of a friend are going to pay for their lies. This is ‘Crusher 
Country” and there is no room for bums like them here!” 
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SADDLE UP VTrTEX 
333A CET A CE 
WE Op es es ee 


IBS DAVID CHAPPELL 


see 


When one thinks back to the 
meteoric rise of the Mid-Atlantic 
Championship Wrestling territory in 
the mid and late 1970s, several names 
and personalities come to mind. Booker 
George Scott, Ric Flair and Johnny 
Valentine are almost always mentioned 
in that conversation. But probably the 
most important person of all in the 
territory’s rise to preeminence, was a 
big Cowboy from Sweetwater, Texas 
by the name of Robert Windham. 
Better known to most of us as Blackjack 
Mulligan. 

In the dark days immediately after 
the Wilmington, North Carolina plane 
crash in October of 1975, Jim Crockett 
Promotions was scrambling to replace 
its toptwosingles performers, Valentine 
and Flair, who had gone down in tha 
airplane. More to the point, George 
Scott was frantically attempting to 
keep his territory afloat, and to preven! 
over a year of steady progress under 
his watch from going down the drain. 
Who did Scott turn to in this hour o: 
desperate need? It would be Blackjack 
Mulligan. 
With Blackjack on board, the 
territory not only survived tha 
immediate period of crisis...it took 
off, and it took off big. Mulligan was a 
fixture in the area straight through into 
1981. It is no coincidence that those 
years were the best in the territory's 
existence, and arguably the greatest 
run of any area during the territorial 
days of professional wrestling. 
This interview is not confined to 
Blackjack’s time in the Mid-Atlantic 
area, nor to merely professional 
wrestling in the ring. Thanks to 
Blackjack, you will read things here 
about his professional and personal 
life that you will not find anywhere 
else. This is not due to any special 
skill of the interviewer, but rather to 
the open and engaging manner in 
which Blackjack approached this visit 
with the Mid-Atlantic Gateway. Many, 
many thanks Blackjack! 

So...everybody, saddle up. You're 
fixin’ to head out on quite a ride with 
the Jack, Blackjack Mulligan! 


David Chappell: Blackjack, thanks so 
much for talking with the Mid-Atlantic 
Gateway this evening. You are, without 
a doubt, one of the all-time favorites for 
many of the folks who visit our site. 
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Blackjack Mulligan: Sure, thanks 
David. You know, I've got some good 
buddies that are still around up your 
way (in Richmond, Virginia). David 
Hebner lives up there somewhere... 
Chappell: (laughs) Yeah...when the 
WWE comes to Richmond now, I think 
Earl (Hebner) gets a bigger pop than 
anybody there! 

Mulligan: (laughing) 

Chappell: Well...a good place to 
start, as they say, is at the beginning! 
When did you break into professional 
wrestling? 

Mulligan: In 1967. In ‘67, I had come 
out of (professional) football...I was 
playing with the New York Jets. I had 
come from Denver to New York. 
Chappell: Weren't you injured during 
your NFL days? 

Mulligan: Yeah...I was hurt. I had a 
compound fracture of the left leg. I’m 
actually retired, medically retired, 
from the AFL...which is now the NFL 
as you said---they’re all together now. 
After the injury, I did briefly try to 
crossover and go back to football with 
New Orleans...but if I was a horse they 
would have shot me---the leg was that 
bad. So, football was over. 

Chappell: So, professional wrestling 
followed for you after your football 
career was cut short by injury? 
Mulligan: I got together with 
(wrestling promoter) Joe Blanchard in 
San Antonio, and started working out. 
Joe Blanchard actually did the initial 
training of me. But Wahoo...Wahoo 
McDaniel was really the one who got 
me going in wrestling. 

Chappell: Really? 

Mulligan: Wahoo was kind of like my 
high school idol... 

Chappell: You all grew up close to each 
other in Texas, right? 

Mulligan: I was like a freshman in 
high school when he was a senior...he 
was at Midland High, and I came out 
of Odessa High. Just down the road 
from each other...about 20 miles. So 
we knew each other. 

One day, Wahoo asked me to 
pick him up from the airport. He was 
playing (professional) football, but he 
also wrestled some then too. He said, 
‘You should get into this (professional) 
wrestling...you were an amateur 
wrestler in high school and college.’ 
Before that, I hadn’t even thought 
about professional wrestling. 


To make a long story short, Wahoo 
was the one who introduced me to Joe 
Blanchard. And Joe started training 
me, with Floyd Emerson...I was living 
on the beach in Corpus Christi, Texas 
then. 

Chappell: Didn’t you wrestle some in 
the AWA in your early wrestling days? 
Mulligan: Yes. They made a call to 
Verne Gagne. Golly...I spent a good 
year and a half with Verne...out in 
the ‘Villes’ and the ‘Burgs’ and the 
veteran’s clubs and the bars! All those 
places that you would go up in the 
AWA. 

Chappell: Where did you head after 
your stint in the AWA? 

Mulligan: Basically, I got a call from 
Vince McMahon then. I was ‘ Bob 
Windham’ at that point. 

Chappell: We're talking about Vincent 
J. McMahon and the old WWWE, 
right? 

Mulligan: Right. (Blackjack) Lanza 
and I got together...Lanza was a like a 
main eventer when I was going there. 
And Lanza asked me to become his 
partner. 

So, what I did after Vince called, 
was that I went straight up to New 
York as “Blackjack Mulligan.’ 


Chappell: Where did the name 
‘Mulligan’ come from? 
Mulligan: We picked the name 


“Mulligan, because ‘Mulligan’ was 
really the name of my great-uncle from 
Sweetwater, Texas. He was really an 
old-time fighter/boxer there...Jerry 
Mulligan. So, I just took that name. 
Chappell: Didn’t you first meet up 
with Lanza when you were both in the 
AWA? 

Mulligan: He was there in the AWA, 
and I just loved the Western [gimmick] 
he was doing. That Western thing was 
a natural for me, because I was the real 
deal! (laughs) 

Chappell: Yep, you were a legit 
Cowboy! (everybody laughs) 
Mulligan: Jack (Lanza) was from 
Albuquerque, and he was already 
a top main eventer in St. Louis and 
everything, so we made the deal that 
when I'd come to New York we'd team 
up and see what happened. Just play 


it by ear. 

Chappell: I’d say the team worked out 
pretty well! 

Mulligan: So...Lanza and I got 


together---the black boots and the vests 


Bob Windham and his 1970 “AWA Rookie of 
the Year” award 


that he already had. 

In 1969, I opened the new Madison 
Square Garden with a sellout against 
Bruno Sam martino...I had a good run 
then with Bruno. 

Chappell: So, you headlined in the 
first wrestling card in the new Madison 
Square Garden? 

Mulligan: Yeah, the first card...I have 
some stuff from that somewhere. It 
was me and Bruno. 

Then they switched the title to 
Morales, Pedro Morales, and I was one 
of the first guys at the Boson Garden 
to get cut real bad there. That was in 
1970 or 1971...I’ll be vague on these 
dates, David . I’m getting a little senile! 
(everybody laughs) 

Chappell: We're only talking a mere 
30-35 years ago! (laughs) 

Mulligan: Yeah! This was the one 
where the guy comes in the ring and 
stabs me. Gorilla Monsoon was in the 
ring. (The Grand Wizard) Ernie Roth 
was my manager. 

We were just major hot. It was the 
first time that Ernie Roth had managed 
anybody other than the Sheik. They put 
Ernie and me together, and we were the 
magic combo. This little goofy looking 
guy Ernie Roth, together with a big ol’ 
Cowboy! We sold out everywhere. 
Chappell: But I guess getting stabbed 
derailed things for a while? 

Mulligan: When the guy got me with 
the knife in Boston Garden, in 1970 or 
’71, somewhere in there, that kind of 
shut me down for that period. But I 
went on rehab, and did well with that. 
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Mulligan and Ernie 
“The Grand Wizard” 
Roth. 


Chappell: Did you move to another 
territory after the stabbing incident in 
Boston? 

Mulligan: I wound up in Indianapolis, 
and popped that territory...teaming 
with Lanza again. Then I went to Texas, 
and did the Texas thing. 

By the time I got to about 1975, 
had about run the course with the tag 
team thing. I told Jack that I just sort o 
wanted to go out on my own and try 
it. We always had that agreement, tha 
understanding between us. 

Chappell: The Blackjacks were a grea 
team, but nothing lasts forever. 
Mulligan: We went all over the place. 
We toured all over Canada...at one 
time the Blackjacks had like 25 straigh 
sellouts. I mean, all the way from 
Montreal to Edmonton and all the 
way down to Chicago. Ten straight 
(sellouts) in Chicago. Like I said, we 
popped Indianapolis...on Channel 9 
over there.Anyway, we were in Texas 
doing our thing down in Texas, and I 
told Jack that I wanted to do a split. He 
said that was fine, because he wanted 
to go home for a while anyway. 
Chappell: Where did you go at that 
point? 

Mulligan: I signed a deal with Vince 
McMahon, Sr. But Vince said, ‘Well 
look, why don’t you grab your partner, 
and see if he’s interested in coming in 
here, and you and Lanza can have one 
more run.” 

So I called Jack, and we made 
the deal. I don’t remember the exact 
month, but it was six months before we 
started. Back in those days, you came 
in six months or so ahead of time, and 
did your TV in New York building up 
for the switch, you know? 

Chappell: Right. 
Mulligan: So, I had a little six month 
down time there. So Jack went to 
Minnesota, and I stayed on in Texas. 
And we would meet up in New York 
and do out taping sessions. 

Chappell: And time wise, we’re talking 
about the end of 1974, early 1975? 
Mulligan: Yeah. Now, in the meantime, 
Bronco Lubich told me that George 
Scott, a guy that I had wrestled over 
in Houston, wanted me to give him a 
call. George had heard that I had some 
down time, in between my tapings in 
New York... 

Chappell: The WWWF spread out 
their tapings, didn’t they? 
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Mulligan: Every three weeks. So I 
went ahead and gave George Scott a 
call. He was still fairly new booking 
Mid-Atlantic at that time. 

George said, ‘Jack, would you 
mind coming on in now, and doing a 
six month stint with me here. You can 
work your way right on into New York, 
and we'll finish you up here as your 
(Madison Square) Garden opening 
time comes up.’ 

I thought that George’s idea was a 
good one...so I did that. Wound up in 
Charlotte, North Carolina that way. 
Chappell: What were your impressions 
of wrestling in the Carolinas and 
Virginia then? 

Mulligan: I would never really 
venture into that area because it was 
always known as...not a bad place, 
but just kind of a good steady place to 
go. Not the biggest money territory in 
the world. Just a real good, solid old- 
timer, old school...Johnny Weaver, 
Gene Anderson, Bronko Lubich...hard 
working place. It was really a place that 
featured the old style, two out of three 
(falls matches), a lot of wrestling... 
Chappell: Tag teams... 

Mulligan: Yeah, tag teams and all that 
stuff. 

Chappell: But in early 1975, George 
Scott was changing the territory's 
direction away from some of the older 
tag team guys. 

Mulligan: That’s exactly right. George 
told me, ‘We have Wahoo, Johnny 
Valentine and Don Jardine in here 
now.” 


-Chappell: Who were primarily singles 


wrestlers. And Ric Flair was less than 
a year into the territory as well when 
you first came in here. 

Mulligan: Flair was down in Corpus 
(Christi) with us for a while. If you can 
imagine this...Ric Flair was about 305 
pounds... 

Chappell: Yeah, he was a little ‘beefy’ 
way back then... 

Mulligan: He had his head shaved, 
and he looked like Curly of ‘The Three 
Stooges!’ (everybody laughs) 

He came out of Minnesota, and he 
used to hang out with me. He really 
wanted to emulate Dusty Rhodes... 
he was just a great performer at 300 
pounds, because he thought he was 
going to be the next Dusty Rhodes! 

I didn’t see Flair again until I came 
to Charlotte...he was a lot smaller and 


had blonde hair. Didn’t even look the 
same! George Scott said, ‘Here’s the 
kid I’m pushing.’ 

Chappell: How was George Scott as 
he booker for Crockett then? 
Mulligan: Well, I made this deal with 
George, but nobody really knew what 
he was going to do. He had never been 
a booker before. I'd wrestled with him 
in Houston...he was called ‘The Great 
Scott.’ I was curious...I asked him why 
he called me and wanted me to come 
o Charlotte. 

Chappell: What did George say in 
response? 

Mulligan: He said, ‘In Houston, when 
we had to go 20 minute broadways 
you never complained. I’m a little guy 
and you're a big ol’ guy, and you did 
it...and I always remembered that and 
appreciated it. 20 minutes. ..you didn’t 
have to do that. You could have beaten 
me anytime you wanted to.’ 

Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: I said, ‘Uh...George, I really 
appreciate you basing things upon 
that.’ (laughs) I didn’t really know 
George that well then. 

Chappell: Tell us about this short run 
you had for Crockett in early 1975. 
Mulligan: I did the six month trip in 
Charlotte. It did real well...it really 
popped. I mean, there was really a lot 
of competition there. I really wasn’t 
THE guy, because I was on my way 
to New York and we had planned to 
move me right on out. 

Chappell: The thing I remember most 
from your first stay with Crockett, was 


Blackjacks Lanza, Mulligan 
and manager Pretty Boy 
Bobby Heenan. 


the program with you and Wahoo... 
the Cowboy versus the Indian. Indian 
Strap Matches, Texas Death Matches... 
you two had some TOUGH matches! 
Mulligan: Right...that’s exactly right. 
I hooked up with Wahoo, and those 
were some BRUTAL matches. 
Chappell: Were those series of matches 
with Wahoo as tight and stiff as they 
appeared? 
Mulligan: Oh, those were almost 
shoots. Wahoo and I, we were like... 
let me try to classify this. Ballplayers 
always had their separate little deal. 
You know, there was no complaining 
and bitchin’ about getting hit or 
potatoed or anything like that. We just 
went out and worked each other over. 
Chappell: Over the years, you worked 
with a number of fellow football 
players. 
Mulligan: Many. There was Angelo 
Mosca. Ernie Ladd...he got a little 
touchy sometimes. There was Walter 
Johnson. There were a whole group of 
guys that came out of football, because 
we weren’t making any money in 
football. We were only making 15-20 
thousand a year in football. 

I saw Wahoo one day and he had 
a big stack of bills in front of him, 
and I asked him where he got all that 
money. [Editor’s note: Blackjack does a 
wonderful impersonation of Wahoo at 
this juncture!] He said, ‘Boyyyyyyyyy, 
you need to get into this wrestling. You 
need to get some of this money, man!’ 
It was kind of like the conversation 
I told you that Wahoo and I had in 
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Corpus...when I said, ‘I think TIl try 
that!’ (laughs) 

But anyway, Wahoo was the 
highlight of that early six month run 
for me in Charlotte. 

Chappell: Did you then go back to 
New York later in 1975 as planned? 
Mulligan: I headed on back into New 
York. Lanza and I hook up, do the 
Garden and become the World 
Champions. 

Chappell: That's right, 
you actually won the belts 
during that last run with 
Lanza. 
Mulligan: That was kind of 
funny, because we had really 
decided we were going to go 
our separate ways for a little 
bit. You see, the thing was, 
we had ( Bobby) Heenan 
with us for years...and 
Bobby couldn’t make the 
move with us because Vince 
always had his own group 
of managers in New York. 
mean, he had Lou Albano, 
he Wizard, Freddie Blassie 
and a couple of other guys. 
So, Heenan couldn’t make 
he move with us...so Lanza 
and I went on in there and 
we were selling out and 
having a great time. 
Chappell: Describe working 
in the WWWF, compared to 
some of the other areas you 
had worked in. 

Mulligan: It was very, very 
easy working stints in the 
WWWE being the tag team 
compared to say, working 
in Texas and Minnesota. 
It was a different style...it 
was a big guy territory. You 
would pound guys to death, 
so the matches were shorter 
and easier. It was a very 
comfortable place to be...I enjoyed my 
runs there with Vince, Sr. 

Chappell: How was the money there? 
Mulligan: We made lots of money... 
making REAL good money. You didn’t 
make the money you made if you were 
on top...[ mean, we were on top but 
the singles guy on top always made 
more money. 

But Vince always promised us that 
Lanza would get one (singles World 
Title) shot a month and I'd get one 


Mulligan battles The Crusher in a test of strength. 


shot a month...to get us some top money. 
Things were really going great... 
Chappell: But fate would soon intervene 
and bring you back to Charlotte. Please 
take us through those events. 

Mulligan: Well...I don’t really remember 
the time frame...90 days or four months 
or so, I get a phone call from George Scott. 
And he was like...just, broken. He said, 


‘Jack, I need you immediately. You can’t 
believe what just happened.’ 

Chappell: The plane crash in Wilmington, 
North Carolina... 

Mulligan: Yeah. George said, ‘The plane’s 
gone down. Johnny Valentine’s gone, Ric 
Flair’s gone, Timmy Woods is gone.’ And 
soon I learned that (David) Crockett and 
(Bob) Bruggers were also in the plane. I 
think that runs the gamut, doesn’t it? 
Chappell: Yes...along with the pilot of the 
plane who eventually died of injuries he 


received in the crash. 
Mulligan: George was devastated. 
I said, ‘George, are you thinking 
right my friend?’ I said, ‘I’m in New 
York, on top. I’ve got the second 
best slot in the world...the Tag 
Team Championship in the WWWF 
territory.’ Vince, Jr. had just come in 
the business, and we were breaking 
him in on TV at that 
time...this thing 
was really hot in 
New York. I told 
George, ‘This thing 
is hot here on top.’ 
And he said, ‘No, 
no.’ 
Chappell: Well, 
he Crockett 
erritory was in 
desperate straights 
at that moment, 
particularly on the 
heel side of the 
alent ledger. They 
had just lost the top 
wo singles heels, 
Flair and Valentine, 
and they still hadn’t 
ound a big-time 
replacement for 
(Super Destroyer) 
Don Jardine, who 
had left the area 
two months earlier. 
Mulligan: 
‘Desperate’ is a 
good description. 
I gave him a 
(money) figure, and 
I said, ‘George, I’m 
looking at this kind 
of money.’ And he 
said, ‘I'll match 
it...and I'll make it 
better.’ 
Chappell: Scott 
and Crockett were 
actually in a position to do that? 
Mulligan: I said, ‘George...be 
careful. I really like you, but...” He 
said, ‘No, lIl guarantee you that, 
plus more.’ 
I said, ‘You can’t guarantee 
me that out of the Carolinas.’ You 
know, they just didn’t have the 
demographics to match that. Back in 
those days, Vince’s territory ran in 
Washington, Baltimore, New York 
and_Boston...so the demographics 
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were there to make that kind of money. 
But George said, ‘Yes I can.’ 
Chappell: So, George Scott was 
persistent? 
Mulligan: I said, ‘Let me just sleep on 
this, George.’ And he said, ‘No, I have 
to have an answer tonight.’ (laughs) 
And we're talking MAJOR money 
here. 
So I hang up the phone, and I call 
Lanza. He has a heart attack...some 
kind of thromboses. (everybody laughs) 
He told me, ‘ARE YOU OUTTA YOUR 
MIND...HAVE YOU LOST ITY’ 
Jack had been in the Carolinas for 
a while prior to me as ‘Cowboy Jacl 
Lanza,’ many, many years before. 
Chappell: So Lanza had spent some 
ime in the Carolinas before? 
Mulligan: Yeah, yeah. As Cowboy Jac 
Lanza...as a babyface. Jack told me, 
“Man, they have the longest driving 
rips...here with Vince, we can fly from 
own to town...” 
Chappell: So Lanza didn’t really want 
o come back to the Carolinas because 
of the travel, etc. 
Mulligan: No he didn’t. And really at 
hat time, David , the Crockett territory 
adn’t popped yet. It was starting to 
awaken...they had already gone to the 
Coliseum in Greensboro and started to 
pop some. But not really all the way. 
Rich mond...really hadn’t maxed out, 
I don’t believe. Everything hadn't 
started to max out yet. 
Chappell: George had built around 
Johnny Valentine, but the territory was 
still in a bit of flux at the time of the 
plane crash...older guys around but 
with some great new guys coming in. 
Mulligan: Johnny’s style was the slow 
old style...pound it out. Here I was...I 
was the new style. Myself, Dusty 
Rhodes and (Superstar) Billy Graham... 
we were the new style, and that style 
sort of changed this business. 
Chappell: Tell us about this new style 
you're speaking of. 
Mulligan: We copied our styles after an 
old wrestler out of Atlanta, Georgia... 
named Thunderbolt Patterson. 
Chappell: Oh yes...T-Bolt. 
Mulligan: He did one of the greatest 
TV promos in the history of wrestling. 
He never got his due, I think because 
he went on this racial thing in Atlanta 
and had problems after that with some 
in the business. Regardless of that, 
Dusty started it and I came in right 


behind him...and we copied him. It 
was a soul-like down home barbeque 
type interview...people had never 
seen white boys do this type of promo 
interview before! 
Chappell:SoT-Boltwastheinspiration 
for all of those great interviews we 
heard from you in the 70s? 
Mulligan: We did that kind of 
interview, and we copied it from 
Thunderbolt Patterson. We added our 
Western twang into it...and that thing 
just started popping left and right. 
Chappell: Why do you think people 
ook to that style so fast? 

Mulligan: Because it was really us. 
It was a natural feel for us. And we 
copied some of the ‘soul’ content 
of it from Thunderbolt Patterson's 
stuff...we robbed him! We robbed 
him blind! I say God bless him...1 
ove him. (laughs) 

Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: He knew we stole it from 
m...just raided him! (laughs) 
Chappell: You were certainly a 
different-type character than we had 
seen in the Mid-Atlantic area to that 
point! 

Mulligan: (laughing) I’ll take that as 
a compliment, David ! You're right, 
the people in the Carolinas had never 
seen anything like that. I gave them a 


Bloodied BlackJack Mulligan — a rugged mat star. 


little bit of it during the first stint, and 
it was catching real fast. And because 
of that, George wanted me to stay 
on then, and I said, ‘George, you've 
got a full barn here with Johnny and 
Jardine in those (top) slots. I’ve gotta 
be number one or number two, or I'm 
not gonna play the game.’ 

Chappell: What did George say? 
Mulligan: He said, ‘What bad timing, 
mam’ I said, ‘Not for me!’ 

Chappell: Ironically, that timing would 
change by October of 1975, when 
neither Valentine nor Jardine were in 
the picture anymore. 

Mulligan: That’s exactly right. 
Chappell: Obviously, you made the 
jump from McMahon to Crockett 
right after the Wilmington plane 
crash in October of 1975. It had to be a 
tough decision on a number of fronts. 
How was the relationship between 
McMahon and Crockett? 

Mulligan: They had a good working 
relationship...up until what was fixin’ 
to happen with me! I’m fixin’ to end 
that relationship in just a second! 
(laughs) 

Chappell: (laughing) Okay Blackjack, 
tell us what went down! 

Mulligan: Everybody went nuts... 
bonkers! I said to George, ‘Are you 
sure?’ And he says, ‘YES, I’ve gotta 
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have you here NOW” I told him I had 
to give a notice to Vince, and he said 
he wanted me here for the next Raleigh 
TV taping. Ijust happened to be off that 
Wednesday, and George said, ‘Great!’ 

Chappell: Well, I remember you being 
on Mid-Atlantic TV very soon after the 
plane crash. 
Mulligan: Here I’m left with this...I’m 
taking a major risk in my career. You 
know, at that time, [the WWWE] was 


the Mecca. I mean, San Francisco, 
Chicago and New York...they were the 
Mecca. NOBODY does what I did... 
taking a chance on the Carolinas under 
those circumstances! You just didn’t do 
that! 


The one and only T-Bolt, one source of Black- 
Jack’s Mid-Atlantic persona. 


Chappell: What possessed you to do 
it! 

Mulligan: (pauses) Well...I trusted 
George Scott. I really, really did. 
Chappell: What was the deciding 
factor...the money? A promise to be on 
top here? 
Mulligan: It was [George]. He was an 
honest man...he had always kept his 
word to me. 

And the deal was, and nobody has 
ever known this to this day...he said, 
‘TIl give you the number one slot. I'm 
getting this kid (Flair) ready, and you'll 
hold the number one slot until he’s 
ready. We're gonna prep this kid, and 
we're gonna take him all the way. You'll 
have it as long as I’m here, and when 
we get him ready, we'll move you to 
number two. And then you'll hold that 
slot as long as you want it...as long as 
you can withstand the work of it’ V’ll 
get to that last part in a minute. 
Chappell: The heavy workload? 
Mulligan: Yes...the work was a lot 
different in North Carolina. Very, very 
hard work. You [didn’t] get away with 
easy work in Carolina with George 
Scott...he was like, like a taskmaster. 

I wasn’t really built to do those one 
hour broadways. I was a 15-20 minute 
guy, bashing tables, that kind of stuff. 
Chappell: George Scott certainly 
featured A LOT of long matches in the 
Mid-Atlantic days. 
Mulligan: George loved 
drawn out [matches]. 
Chappell: And you agreed to come 
into the Mid-Atlantic area, knowing 
that he was going to expect that from 
you? 
Mulligan: I had to have that 
conversation with George too. I said, 
‘George, you know I'm not built to do 
these one hour things.’ He said, ‘No, 
TIl take care of you. You just do your 
thing and we'll see how it works out.’ 

I guess it was just his personality. 
The guy having a lot of moxie to come 
after me to step out of the territory I 
was in. 

Let’s put it this way...about the 
most you could max out in Carolina in 
those days was 35-40 thousand dollars, 
and that wasn’t even in my ballpark 
then. Compared to what I was making 
with Vince. 

Chappell: By comparison, what were 
you making for Vince? 
Mulligan: We were doing over $100,000 


hose long 


in New York...and Chicago too. We 
were making some big money. 
Chappell: So...deciding to go with 
Crockett after the plane crash, you 
were risking losing a heck of a lot of 
money. 

Mulligan: Making that move, it could 
have been a career disaster. Be that as it 
may, George talked me into it! 
Chappell: Tell us about the actual 
switch to the Mid-Atlantic area...this 
would be in October of 1975. 
Mulligan: My coming back to Charlotte 
was directly as a result of the plane 
crash. I promised George I would do 
TV for him that next Wednesday. 

After the conversation with George 
that evening, I’m left with having to 
call my partner (Lanza) as I said, and 
calling Vince McMahon. (laughs) 
Chappell: I bet those were two phone 
calls you just couldn’t wait to make! 
(laughs) 
Mulligan: Oh man... somehow got 
past that. Vince McMahon said, “You're 
totally crazy...you need to be under 
psychiatric care! If you do this thing. ..1 
don’t accept this. You're not thinking 
right...you’re drinking or on drugs, 
there’s something wrong with your 
thinking. Talk to me on Monday at TV 
about this.’ 
Chappell: Sounds like Vince didn’t 
even want to think about what you 
were going to do! 

Mulligan: He would not take my 
notice! 

This is another little known 
thing...’m up there in the ring with 
(Dominic) Denucci and...the other 
Italian, (Tony) Parisi. I think the other 
guy was Parisi...maybe it was (Victor) 
Rivera... 

Chappell: This is after you had given 
your notice to Vince, right? 

Mulligan: Right...they wouldn't 
accept my notice, David. So, we were 
wrestling a World Championship Tag 
Match...we were working a small 
show up there. It was two out of three 
falls...Lanza and I won the first fall 
and they won the second fall. 

During the last fall, in a slam I 
pulled Denucci on me and covered 
myself---one, two, three! We jump up 
and they're the World Champions... 
they couldn't believe it. That's how I 
ended up REALLY giving my notice! 
Chappell: Is this a rib? 

Mulligan: (laughing) No, no...they 
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wouldn't accept it. I made sure that it 
was on camera! 

Chappell: McMahon must have been 
FURIOUS! 

Mulligan: Vince McMahon called me, 
screaming on the phone. They cancelled 
the camera, and shut that down. They 
gave the belts back to us, and he told 
me, ‘You can’t do that. I can’t believe 
you did that. That’s unbelievable.’ 
Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: I told Denucci...now, 
nobody knows this except me, Lanza 
and Denucci. I pulled Denucci, 
Dominic, on top of me. I’m covered... 
one, two, three and we lose the World 
Tag Team Championship. 

Lanza went, ‘Oh my God...I knew 
you were gonna to do that — I knew 
you were gonna do that!” 

Chappell: So after you pulled a stunt 
ike that, McMahon let you loose? 
Mulligan: That’s how I finally got ou 
of there. They didn’t even change the 
billing on the next TV show up there... 
but I didn’t go to TV. I told them tha 
was it, and you have to accept it. 
Vince, Sr. finally says, ‘I hope you ge 
everything that comes to you.’ I don’ 
know how he meant that... 

Chappell: I don’t think he was rea 
happy with you, Blackjack! (laughs) 
Mulligan: Those things waned. In the 
business. In my career, to the end, 
always left on my own terms. Actually, 
I kind of burned bridges to get out of 
places. 

Chappell: You said earlier that Lanza 
didn’t react much better to your 
leaving? 

Mulligan: When I called Lanza after I 
made my decision, he said, ‘Nobody in 
their right mind does this.’ After that 
conversation, Lanza and I were never 
really the same again. It was that big 
a break. 

Nobody had ever done this 
before...in (wrestling) history. 
Chappell: So, youmade thatimmediate 
TV taping on Wednesday night in 
Raleigh that George was so adamant 
about? 

Mulligan: I showed up in Raleigh for 
TV there. Ol’ Bob Caudle is there. And 
there’s nobody on top...I’m it! The 
Andersons were there, but the singles 
slot was wide open. They brought 
Angelo (Mosca) in about the same 
time, I guess. 

Chappell: How did George start you 


out in this situation? 
Mulligan: I said, ‘George, listen. I 
have a very strange way of getting 
myself over. They've never seen this 
before anywhere in this area. You just 
have to brute-force me over. You need 
to let me do what I have to do...you 
give me the time and give me the 
guys, and you let me worry abou 
getting over.’ 
Chappell: What exactly did you fee 
you needed to do to get over for 
Crockett? 
Mulligan: This is what I told George 
I needed to do. I told him, ‘I wan 
you to allot me 7-8 minutes. I wan 
you to double-tape me...I want to be 
on A and B (TV shows). And I wan 
interviews. ..not following the match- 
-but I want interviews prior to the 
match and within two segments after 
the match. 

George said, ‘Boy...you’re very 
demanding)’ 
Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: I said to him, ‘No, no...I’‘m 
just telling you this is the best way to 
go for me. You banked on me, and 
TI tell you what I need to get myself 
over.’ 
Chappell: Well Blackjack, I’m sure 
you knew what you needed to do... 
better than anybody else. But at that 
point, under the circumstances, what 
choice did George really have but to 
follow your advice? (laughs) 


Mulligan: Back in those days, it went 
a little different. You controlled a lot 
of your own destiny, you really did. 
The booker was there and he gave you 
the idea...but you controlled whether 
you got over. You shot ideas to him, he 
gave you the time...and you went in 
there and did your thing. 

But George was receptive to what 
I was telling him. He said, ‘Here’s the 
format, I'll give you the 7-8 minutes 
and put you on the A and B tapings 
like you want. We're going to push 
you right over, stronger than anybody 
has ever seen in this territory.’ 
Chappell: To that point, Crockett’s 
pushes did tend to be a bit more 
methodical than what you're talking 
about. 
Mulligan: They had never seen 
anybody pushed that strongly in 
Carolina. They had pushed everybody 
before real slowly...methodically, like 
you said. I mean, when I started, I was 
just clobbering guys! (laughs) 
Chappell: You're right! 
Mulligan: And it had to happen 
quick...and it did happen quick. 
Because they had open dates for [Flair 
and Valentine] that they were booked 
or, that I had to close. And I had to go 
back to New York and fill those dates 
up there. 

The timing worked outright where 
I could fill the big dates. I had to knock 
off some little dates...like the ‘Villes’ 
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and the ‘Burgs’ up in New York—I had 
a few of those, but not too many. 

I made the big shots in Charlotte, 
and filled in for Johnny (Valentine). 
What great timing for me...and the 
rest is history! 

Chappell: What were your thoughts 
coming into the Mid-Atlantic area 
then, as the ‘Top Dog,’ so to speak? 
Mulligan: There’s Flair, caught in this 
little Mid-Atlantic position, getting 
started...trying to learn the business. 
Here I am, the old pro moving in. I 
was at the prime of my career at that 
point. Flair was obviously on his way 
up. Mosca was always kind of in 
the middle. And they brought Billy 
Graham and Steve Strong in. 
Chappell: There was definitely a roster 
makeover at the end of 1975...a lot of it 
occasioned by necessity. 

Mulligan: The thing popped so fast, 
David. I mean, it really just went crazy! 
It just built, and built, and built... 
we broke all kinds of (attendance) 
records. 

Chappell: Wasn't Tim Woods your first 
program after the plane crash? 
Mulligan: (laughs) Timmy Woods... 
God bless him---one of my favorites! 
Him and Johnny Weaver. 

Chappell: Weaver? 

Mulligan: Johnny Weaver is one of my 
favorite people of all time... 

Chappell: You remember that audio 
CD of your promos that Dick (Bourne) 
sent you? You said on one of those, back 
in 1976, that you were going to hang 
ol’ Johnny Weaver from the rafters at 
the Richmond Arena and have a good 
laugh! Now you’re telling me he’s your 
best buddy? Come on now...would 
you have hung him? (laughs) 
Mulligan: (laughing) Yeah...I’d have 
tried that on Johnny! 

But, David, Johnny Weaver 
probably had the greatest mind in this 
business. He was such a steady, ‘Steady 
Eddie’ type guy. He was old school, 
and he knew all the moves. He knew 
things about this business that most 
people would never even think about. 
He had more ideas in his brain about 
this business than TIl ever dream of. 
And if he heard something, he always 
remembered it. 
Chappell: Nobody knew the territory 
better than Weaver, that’s for sure. 
Mulligan: Ohhh yeah...the whole 
business of wrestling. Johnny Weaver 


was the anchor, and he kept everything 
steady. He was always there when you 
needed him. He was a super human 
being...one of my favorite people. 
Chappell: I don’t think Weaver ever 
got the credit he deserved for the 
things you speak of. 

Mulligan: No he hasn't, and that’s a 
shame. And he was the booker before 
George was brought in. 

Chappell: Why did George program 
you with Tim Woods first thing after 
the plane crash? I remember you broke 
Tim’s wrist on TV, and for revenge 
he ran into Greensboro at the big 
Tournament in November 1975 for 
the vacated U.S. Belt and knocked you 
from behind with the cast, and cost 
you a shot at the U.S. Championship. 
Then you put a $5,000.00 bounty on 
him, and that went on into 1976. 
Mulligan: Oh, Timmy Woods...you 
talk about a shoot! It was easier being 
in an iron lung than being in there with 
Timmy Woods! 

Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: He was a real old-timer, boy. 
I’m telling you, it was a battle with him. 
It was tough with Timmy Woods...he 
was one of the toughest human beings 
that ever lived. 

Chappell: That's not something I 
would have thought. I always thought 
of him as more of a technical / scientific 
wrestler. 

Mulligan: Well, he was an amateur 
wrestler from Michigan... 

Chappell: I guess he could tie you 
up pretty good anytime he felt like it! 
(laughs) 

Mulligan: Oh...any time! But he could 
kick and stomp, too. We broke each 
other’s noses, but I loved Tim Woods. 
He was just super. God bless him, 
because he’s gone...unfortunately. Our 
[program] wasn’t a classic, but we did 
okay with it and got through it. It got 
me going. 

Chappell: You talk about Tim Woods 
being tough. I’ve always heard that he 
came back and wrestled really quickly 
after the plane crash, even though he 
was in pretty tough shape physically. 
I guess just because they needed him, 
but also because he was on the plane 
with his rival Johnny Valentine and 
word had started to leak out that they 
were traveling together...you know, to 
preserve kayfabe. 

Mulligan: Yeah, that was typical Tim 


The great Johnny Weaver. 


Woods. He had a back injury from [the 
plane crash], but I don’t know if you 
could hurt Tim Woods. I don’t think 
it was possible...I tried to on many 
occasions! (laughs) 

I busted my knuckles on his head 
one time, and he was supposed to go 
down and he didn’t go down. I said, 
‘Timmy, next time try going down.’ 
Next time, boom, he bops me in the face 
as he’s going down! What a character 
he was! But a super guy. 

Chappell: While your program with 
Woods wasn’t one for the ages, it did 
start the ball rolling for you as you 
went into 1976. As you said, it got 
you going. And 1976 was a huge year 
for you. I remember that year being 
defined with your feud against Paul 
Jones over the U.S. belt...and then at 
the end of the year you had to go to 
NWA President Eddie Graham to keep 
the belt off of Paul! 
Mulligan: The [program] with Paul...1 
didn’t really want to do it with Paul. 
And the reason was because of the size 
difference with us. 
Chappell: Considering the size 
difference between you all, I thought 
you all did an amazing job with that... 
making those matches come off as 
believable. 
Mulligan: George Scott made me do 
that with Paul. George and I had a 
relationship where we could banter 
around back and forth, and pop ideas 
off of each other’s heads. To the point 
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that we would pull each other across 
the desk sometimes! But he would 
always win in the end, anyway...talk 
me into whatever he wanted. (laughs) 
Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: I said to George, ‘People will 
never buy this thing with Paul.’ George 
fired back and said, ‘Who do you 
think you are...you're not the greatest 
worker in the world.’ I said, ‘No...but, 
but I’m a lot bigger than him and could 
stuff him down a commode!’ 
Chappell: I’m not sure Paul would 
have gone for that! (laughs) 

Mulligan: (laughs) George says, ‘Are 
you going to work the thing with Paul 
or not? You’re gonna do it.’ I said, 
‘Okay, we're gonna do it.’ 

So, basically whatever 

George wanted, I did. 
Chappell: How was it 
actually working with 
Paul Jones? 
Mulligan: It was hard 
work for me to try to do 
that. Not emotionally...it 
was just hard work to 
make the thing with Paul 
work. Boy, it’s hard to 
explain...it didn’t look 
like it would work, but it 
did. It worked out fine. 

I had no complaints 
with Paul. He was a 
trooper...he made it. I 
probably made it a little 
hard on him...good! 
I used to just beat the 

_ stuffing out of him, David 
! (laughs) 
Chappell: It kind of 
sounds like you might 
have enjoyed that, 
Blackjack! (laughs) But 
those matches did come 
off as very believable. 
Mulligan: They did. God 
bless him, Paul was a heck 
of a guy, David . But I used to make 
little Paul pay his dues! Paul would go, 
‘Oh Jesus,’ you know, hoping George 
would gethim away from this monster! 
But Paul kept coming back for more! 
Chappell: This time frame, 1976-77, 
was when you held the United States 
Title for long stretches. Of course, NWA 
President Eddie Graham ‘double- 
crossed’ you in a protest in 1977, when 
Bobo Brazil ended your last big run 
with the belt! Tell us about that title... 


you certainly always put the U.S. belt 
over big. 

Mulligan: Ohman...yeah! Thatwasmy 
idea. Check the records, David ...this 
U.S. belt outdrew the World Champion 
then. We had it hotter than the World 
belt...until we made the switch to 
Flair---then they demphasized the U.S. 
Title. At that time, the Sheik and Vince 
also had versions of the U.S. belt that 
were strong. 

Anyway, we made that U.S belt 
so strong that when Terry (Funk) or 
Harley (Race) came in with the World 
belt...it outdrew the World belt! Go 
back and check the match (attendance) 
figures. 


Doing battle against Tim Woods. (Photo courtesy 
of Bill Janosik) 


Chappell: That’s amazing...I bet that 
didn’t happen often in the NWA! 

Mulligan: Hey...it affected my payoff! 
Back then, the (World) Champion got, 
I think, 10% of the gate, and so much 
had to go back to the NWA. My payoff 
would be less, so I would fight it and 
eventually go to Jimmy (Crockett). 
I'd say to Jimmy, ‘Why do we need 
the World Champ? Don ’t put me on 
the card with the World Champion...I 
don’t want to be on the card with him! 


He takes my money!” 

Chappell: That’s right! 

Mulligan: I told Jimmy, ‘Run a second 
show somewhere else, and put me and 
Paul on that one.’ Now, Paul was right 
there with me on this...because we 
were the two that were drawing the 
money! (laughs) 

The Champion would go, ‘What 
are they complaining about?’ Well, I 
said, ‘You're taking the money and 
riding on us!’ 

Butthat’s one of the few times in the 
history of the NWA that happened...it 
was very rare. 

Chappell: About that same time, you 
were having a good little run with 
one of the area’s all time fan 
favorites, Rufus R. ‘Freight 
Train’ Jones. Talk to us a little 
bit about Rufus. 

Mulligan: Oh gee...Rufus 
Jones! I knew him from the 
day I started in the business. 
One of my favorite people, 
God bless him...he’s gone. 
They found him under an 
oak tree with a shotgun--- 

he’d been hunting. 

Rufus was so black...he 
was blue! I loved that man! 
Chappell: Rufus got quite a 
few shots at that U.S. Title 
of yours we’ve been talking 
about. 

Mulligan: Let me tell you 
something about that. At that 
point, I was picking my own 
people to work with. They 
were getting rid of some 
people...and they were about 

to let Rufus go. I said, ‘No, 

no, no, no...don’t let him go. 
I can make something work 
with Rufus.’ 

Chappell: So, you and Rufus 
set up your own program? 
Mulligan: Yeah...and you 
know, he was really from Dillon, South 
Carolina? Right down there...he was 
raised in Dillon, South Carolina. 
Chappell: Right...and he was proud of 
it, too! 

Mulligan: I said to Rufus, ‘Listen, 
we're gonna do something. Can you 
hold it...can you bite your lip? If you 
can do it, we’re gonna make more 
money than you’ve ever made in your 
life, you understand? Just bear with 
me, because we're gonna make this 
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work. I'm gonna get personal.’ 
Chappell: No question, you got REAL 
personal with Rufus! 

Mulligan: Oh, Icanname you guys that 
when I said some things about them, 
they would say, ‘ Don’t ever say that 
again.’ And I'd tell them, ‘Well, your 
angle’s over then.’ That was the whole 
idea...to go beyond what everybody is 
saying---because everybody is saying 
the other stuff. So, some guys would 
check themselves out of the program 
saying, ‘Man, you're getting a little 
personal there.’ 

Chappell: Rufus obviously didn’t do 
that! 

Mulligan: I made this deal with 
Rufus...I said, ‘ Don ‘t take this 
personally. If you get mad at me, just 
knock my head off. It doesn’t bother 
me.’ 

So...the interview comes down. I 
don’t know if you remember this, but 
Rufus is standing next to me, and it 
goes something like this---I said, ‘How 
in the world, God is supposed to have 
created Man equal, how in the world 
can you say that---look at this! Take a 
look at this thing standing next to me. 
How in the world can I be kin to this 
thing?’ 

He knocks me right through the 
(TV) set! He slaps me...like to broke 
my jaw---beats the stuffing out of me! 
(everybody laughs) 

Chappell: Then you went after Rufus’ 
cousin, Burrhead Jones, didn’t you? 
Mulligan: Yeah...then we do the thing 
with his little skinny cousin, Burrhead. 
Now that Rufus is out of there, I’m the 
ol’ tough guy, right? I can whup the 
heck out of his little cuz! (laughs) 

So I come off the rope, and break 


his neck, I believe—put him in the 
hospital. So I broke Burrhead’s neck 
while Rufus is out of town, tough guy, 
right? Real brave guy! (laughs) 
Chappell: (laughing) The act of a real 
coward, Blackjack! 

Mulligan: Then Rufus gets back into 
town. And, David , they had never 
really popped that South...I’m talking 
deep South---Charleston, Columbia, 
Florence. We popped those places 
wide open. 

Chappell: There was some serious heat 
with that program. ..all over the area. 
Mulligan: They destroyed my car in 
Columbia. They beat the fenders off of 
it, took the tires off of it, and beat the 
windshields out of it! 

Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: But I had the U.S. belt at 
the time, so I was beating Rufus all the 
time...and it was killing him. 

So, I went to the office...now, this 
will show you how the Old South was 
still at work. Now, I was a Texas boy, 
in Texas we were semi-segregationists, 
semi-not. But I was raised that it was 
okay, you know? 
Chappell: Right... 
you've already said 
that you always 
thought a lot of 
Rufus. 

Mulligan: I went 
into the office...and 
Jimmy Crocketts 
sitting in there 


and George Scott's 
sitting in there. I 
said to them, ‘Listen, 
why don’t we switch 
the U.S. belt to Rufus 
Jones...it will really 


Battling with, and posing with Paul Jones. (Photo courtesy of Bill Janosik) 


pop this place.’ Jimmy Crockett 
jumps up and said, “Have you lost 
your friggin’ mind? Have you lost 
it...are you nuts?’ I said, ‘Yeah, 
probably a little bit... with some of 
he things I’ve done!” (everybody 
aughs) 

Jimmy said, ‘This is the South, 
my friend. You can’t get away with 
doing stuff like that. That ain’t gonna 
happen.’ I said, ‘God...that’s the end 
of that.’ 

Chappell: George didn’t go to bat 
or you in there? 
Mulligan: I went to George about 
it. I said, ‘I think I got Jimmy a 
ittle upset’ George said, ‘You gotta 
remember where you are buddy... 
you're in the South. That ain’t gonna 
happen.’ ` 
Can you believe that, David ? 
What a conversation between me, 
Jimmy Crockett and George Scott! 
Chappell: Did you tell Rufus what 
you'd tried to do? 
Mulligan: I went to Rufus, and I 
said, ‘Ruf, I tried brother...I did my 
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best. 

Then... even came back and made 
money with Burrhead! 

Chappell: Yeah, you all went around 
the circuit once... 

Mulligan: Burrhead weighed 117 
pounds! (laughs hard) 

Chappell: Soaking wet! (everybody 
laughs hard) 

Mulligan: (still laughing) I love it...I 
love that man---Rufus R. Jones! 
Chappell: After you finished up with 
the two Jones boys, Paul and Rufus, 
I guess your biggest program in 1977 
was with Dino Bravo. This was the 
angle where Bravo beat you twice in 
succession on TV. 

Mulligan: That was my idea...George 
Scott and I had a fight 
over that too! 

I said, ‘We’re gonna 
do this real quick... 
we're gonna get this 
kid over’ Dino, to 
look at him...’Mr. 
Awesome,’ right? But 
he never made any 
money anywhere... 
Chappell: No...he 
never drew, did he? 
Mulligan: Naw...1 
told George, ‘We're 
gonna make this 
kid...we’re gonna 
make this work.’ 

I mean, I had 
to work with some 
of the craziest guys 
around...Lucky 
(Enforcer) Luciano 
and guys like that! 
My God! 

So anyway, 
George said, ‘You'll never do it (with 
Bravo).’ I said, ‘Just give me seven 
minutes.’ He said, ‘Yeah...what are 
you gonna do?’ I said, ‘I’m gonna let 
him beat me twice. You watch.’ Boom, 
we popped it, and made one little 
round around with him. 

Chappell: This 1976-1977 time frame 
was when you and Ric Flair were really 
rolling. Tell us about Ric. 

Mulligan: Flair was wild...he went 
way beyond anything! He was out 
there, man...he was way out there 
somewhere! He read my book, read 
George’s book...and wrote five of his 
own! (everybody laughs) 

Chappell: Now, when you and Flair on 


your promos used to talk about all the 
wild and crazy stuff you all did...was 
hat reality based? (laughs) 
Mulligan: (pauses) A lot of it... 
(everybody laughs) 
Me and that cat did it all, my 
friend! (still laughing) 
Chappell: Fast times inside and outside 
he ring! 
Mulligan: Well...we usually had our 
own plane. And if we didn’t have 
our own plane, we would go find a 
plane. (laughs) It could be Las Vegas 
one night...and it could be Richmond 
he next night. I have so many stories 
about that idiot...that maniac! 

I stayed with him for as long as I 
could, David ! Until I couldn’t take any 


BlackJack puts the pressure on Rufus R. Jones in this Mid-Atlantic bout: 
(Photo courtesy of Bill Janosik) 


more! He’s on his own gas now...he 
almost killed me! (everybody laughs) 

At least I wound up with my same 
wife for 43 years...it must be two or 
three for him. We lived next door to 
each other, David . 

Chappell: Really? That must have 
been interesting! 

Mulligan: Oh yeah...we started off 
living next door to each other. This guy 
used to be in my backyard all the time! 
(laughs) 

He broke my son Barry (Windham) 
in. Let me tell you a funny little story 
about that... 

Chappell: Please do... 
Mulligan: One day I can’t find Barry. 


This was right after Ric bought this 
old...g00d God, this black old Cadillac 
limousine from the Tams---the old 
singing group, the Tams... 

Chappell: Yeah...they were a beach 
music group, weren't they? 

Mulligan: They had this old black limo 
they had when they were on top---Ric 
goes and buys it! (everybody laughs) 
He has Barry dressed up in a 
Chauffeur’s uniform, and has Barry 
drive him in that limo to the airport! 
My kid is 15 years old, with no driver’s 
license. Ric’s picking up some girl 
at the airport, trying to impress her! 
(everybody laughs) 
Chappell: (still laughing) More 
Blackjack Mulligan/Ric Flair stories! 
Mulligan: (laughs) No, please 
don’t get me started on Ric Flair 
stories! I mean, this guy is so 
laughable! Oh God, we'd have 
to do a book on that! 

Oh okay...one more! (laughs) 
Chappell: Yes! 

Mulligan: One night Ric and I 
were at the Hilton in Raleigh. I 
alked Ric into dressing up like 
a girl. (laughs) 
Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: Flair comes into the 
bar...we’re pulling a rib on a 
ittle buddy of ours who we 
oved, named ‘Dynamite’ Jack 
Evans. He was a good little 
worker there... 
Chappell: Yeah, I remember 
him...from New York I believe? 
Mulligan: That’s him...a little 
Puerto Rican/Jewish boy from 
New York. Anyway, he was 
always with one of us. He was 
our side guy...he did the driving 
for us and the dirty work. But that let 
him stay in the territory. Dynamite Jack 
was our guy...with Ric and I there was 
always a big fight as to who was going 
to get Dynamite Jack. 

Chappell: What did you tell Dynamite 
Jack? 
Mulligan: I told Dynamite Jack, I said, 
‘I got me a new girlfriend.’ And he 
said, ‘Really, Jack?’ Now keep in mind, 
Dynamite Jack couldn't see too well... 
he had these big thick glasses. 
(laughing) So, I talk Flair into 
dressing up like a girl. He puts this wig 
and this dress on, and he comes on into 
the bar at the Hilton there. And Flair’s 
sitting on my lap... 
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Chappell: (laughing) It’s too bad 
somebody didn’t have a camera for 
hat! 
Mulligan: (laughing hard) Dynamite 
ack reaches over to Angelo Mosca and 
says, “HOLY MOLY, THAT MULLY 
HAS ONE UGLY BROAD WITH HIM 
TONIGHT...LOOK AT THE NOSE ON 
HER! (everybody laughs hard) 
Dynamite Jack couldn’t see...and 
he was drunk too! (everybody still 
aughing) 
Chappell: Obviously!! (everybody still 
aughing) 
Mulligan: Wonder what happened to 
Dynamite Jack Evans? Do you know? 
Chappell: No...and I didn’t realize he 
was tight with you and Flair. 
Mulligan: Oh man, he was our guy. He 
kept his mouth shut, and he never told 
any stories out of school... 
Chappell: With all those antics going 
on, that was REAL big! (laughs) 
Mulligan: We made the deal with 
George, that he be booked in every 
town with us... 
Chappell: Really? 
Mulligan: Oh yeah. But what a 
character...Dynamite Jack was one 
of the funniest people on earth! He 


gave his notice one day...I couldn’t 
believe it. He became a prison guard 
in Georgia, and we never, ever heard 
from him again. One of the funniest 
human beings I’ve ever been around. 

Flair would steal him from me, and 
Td steal him back from Flair. Then Flair 
got him booked on most of his cards, 
and Dynamite said, ‘Mul, I hate to tell 
you this, but I'd kinda like to stay with 
Flair...J’m making more money with 
him.’ I said to him, ‘You're a traitor...a 
turncoat!’ (laughs) 
Chappell: Well, the Gateway is going 
to send out an APB on Dynamite Jack 
Evans and see if anybody knows what 
happened to him! 
Mulligan: That story was REALLY 
about Flair and his dressing up! Ric 
was a true character. Flair had just the 
fire to keep me going in those days. But 
how I ended up without a divorce...1 
have the most understanding wife of 
all time! 
Chappell: You and your wife have 
experienced a lot together, I have no 
doubt! 
Mulligan: Oh yes. When me and my 
girl started together, we were poor. We 
were together when the guy knocked 
on the door and said, ‘We're giving 
you a scholarship to college.’ You 
know, for free! We didn’t believe that 
at the time. And then, we were there 
when the guy knocks on the door and 
brought us a new Mustang, and gave 
me a football contract. So... we've seen 
a lot together, and we've ended up still 
together! (laughs) 
Chappell: Well, I guess we need to talk 
about Flair at least a little more at this 
point, because after you had a little run 
with Steamboat over the U.S belt at the 
end of '77... 
Mulligan: Yeah, Steamer...Steamer 
was great... 
Chappell: But then the unthinkable 
happened! They turned you babyface 
in 1978! Tell us about that. 
Mulligan: Well...Flair, the kid---the 
kid was starting to evolve. By then, 
the kid was starting to carry the load. 
We sprung the monster out of the bag 
then... 
Chappell: Yep. 
Mulligan: We were ready to do the 
switch...Jack’s fixin’ to take the step 
down. That’s where we were then. 

To show there was a new ballgame 
in town, okay? The baton was being 


passed...that’s what was happening. 
Chappell: Had you done any work as 
a babyface before that? 
Mulligan: Never, ever...that was 
ridiculous. I mean, I had been a heel 
forever. But I was getting older...and 
let me tell you, a heel does a lot of hard 
work---a lot of hard work. 
But Ric was ready to bust out... 
Chappell: And Ric comes out on TV 
and says you were past your prime... 
Mulligan: Well that’s exactly right...I 
was! I was wore out then, David . They 
had really burned me out...I really 
made it longer than I thought I would. 
Chappell: Was your babyface turn 
George’s idea? 
Mulligan: Yes. George says to me, 
‘We're gonna do this unbelievable 
thing. We're gonna change you 
babyface!’ I said, ‘No, no, no, no...I 
don’t like that.’ He said, ‘You don’t 
know how hot it’s gonna be...you and 
Flair splitting up.’ 

And it was the real deal...we 
REALLY were splitting up! 
Chappell: You mean, you all were 
splitting up in real life? 
Mulligan: He was moving into this 
big time home, and I was moving 
to another place. And we had a van 
together...these are REAL things that 
were happening to us... 
Chappell: So these things were actually 
happening? 
Mulligan: We actually owned that van 


Ric Flair wearing U.S. title belt. 
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together... 
Chappell: This is the van that you 
pulled the items out of...and brought 
on TV? 
Mulligan: Yeah. Ric’s wife had left 
him, and he'd gone with Beth. And my 
wife was a friend of the first wife, and 
detested Beth. This thing was REAL! 
(laughs) 

And for that reason, it came off 
real. It was natural to do it. 

Let me tell you a true story about 
this stuff in the van... 
Chappell: Yes, please... 
Mulligan: This stuff, not all of that stuff 
on TV, but Flair used to keep a bunch 
of stuff in his closet in the van. And one 
day, my wife was getting ready to go to 
church and she asked me if she could 
use the van. I went, ‘Oh my God...Ric 
had the van last night.’ 
Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: So I run out there real quick, 
and I look in the van...and pantyhose 
are laying all over the place... 
Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: I lookinhis closet, and oh my 
God, there’s all kinds of unmentionable 
stuff! I’m pulling stuff out of there as 
fast as I can, and throwing it in this 
bag...so the kids and everybody can 
take the van to church! 

I come inside and my wife looks at 
the bag and asks, ‘What's that.’ And I 
said, ‘Oh, it’s just some of Ric’s stuff... 
don’t worry about it.’ That’s where 
that idea sprung from! 
Chappell: (still laughing) That’s just 
too hilarious! 
Mulligan: I said to myself, ‘Wait a 
minute. This is gonna work. Two best 
friends splitting up. He’s gonna take 
his stuff from the van, and I’m gonna 
take mine.’ So I bring out the pantyhose 
and the make up from his closet on 
TV...plus some other stuff that I added 
in there, you know? 
Chappell: That was a classicmomentin 
the history of Mid-Atlantic television! 
When Ric saw you pull out those 
pantyhose...I NEVER saw him go that 
ballistic---before or after! 
Mulligan: You know...I was from West 
Texas, and Flair was the little hotshot 
snotty-nosed punk. It was his stage 
now...he wanted to be the top heel. 
That’s where we were then. 

He was changing, he was 
evolving... mean REALLY was 
evolving. Nobody knew what was 


fixing to happen to this guy. I mean, 
he became one of the biggest show biz 
characters the business would ever 
have...forever. We didn’t think he 
could be that big...but he was. 
Chappell: George Scott at it again... 
Mulligan: I tell you, George Scott 
turned out to be a major genius in this 
business. We didn’t really know until 
time went on, how smart this man 
was. 

Mulligan: I’ve got to say this at 
this point, David. [ Jim Crockett 
Promotions] was the hardest working 
place that I ever was in. 

Chappell: How so? 

Mulligan: Seven years...and one 
year would consist of working 9-10 
times a week. We worked every night, 
and did TV in Raleigh and did two 
tapes there. And then we started into 
double-shots...Crockett got to making 
so much money he started the double- 
shots. 

Chappell: I get tired just thinking 
about you all doing those double- 
shots! 

Mulligan: We started doing the 
double-shots on Sundays. Remember, 
the only thing that really went down 
in that era, because of the Southern 
Baptists, was football...and even that 
wasn’t very well received. So we 
started working on Sundays twice. I 
worked 9-10 times a week...I did that 
for seven years! 

Chappell: Unbelievable... 

Mulligan: I was in my prime when I 
came in, and when I left Mid-Atlantic 
I was virtually a shadow of myself. 

Remember, before this, I was 
retired from football with a lot of major 
injuries. Mid-Atlantic took more out 
of me than that...it was nothing but 
blood and guts and hard work. George 
was a taskmaster. 

I, myself, made my own choice 
to leave. I made my own deal, when 
I finally decided to leave. I actually, 
later on, had an opportunity to go 
back with Crockett...which I'll get to 
later. But it took SO much out of me. 
Chappell: Well, when you and 
Ric split, and Ric put that $10,000 
bounty on you, just that series of 
cage matches you had in 1978 with 
(Masked Superstar) Bill Eadie would 
have ended the career of any normal 
wrestler. But you two guys survived 
them...and flourished! 


Mulligan: (laughs) I don’t know about 
‘flourished.’ 

Nowhere in the history of wrestling, 
has anybody ever gone one hour in a 
cage with Bill Eadie...and then come 
back in a return match for 90 minutes. 
That was brutal. 

Cage matches were not meant 
to go an hour. Bill Eadie and I did so 
many of them, I can’t even remember 
how many times around (the circuit). 
Thad to be a drag to him, because Bill 
Eadie was a great athlete from West 
Virginia... 

Chappell: Don’t sell yourself short 
Blackjack...you more than held your 
own in that series! 

Mulligan: I wasn’t built to do one hour 
matches. In cage matches, I was built 
to do 20-30 minutes...because that was 
mass mayhem in there. 

Chappell: When I spoke to Bill Eadie 
several months ago, he told me that he 
lost so much weight during that series 
of matches that his wrestling uniform 
wouldn't fit. 

Mulligan: Oh, it was brutal. And 
George comes to me and says, ‘This is 
working SO good.’ I said, ‘George... 
PLEASE.’ 

Chappell: It was during the hot 
summer too. The schedule of that 
program...it was insane. 

Mulligan: It really was! I said, ‘George, 
what are you doing? All these long cage 
matches in the long hot summer...’ 
He said, ‘No, no...it’s working really 
good.’ We had some big arguments 
over those cage matches. 

As a matter of fact, there was a 
little secret deal that George Scott and I 
did with those cage matches. Bill Eadie 
may remember it. I said, ‘Ill bet you 
my total paycheck for the week, if the 
return cage match outdraws the first 
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, 


one. 

The reason I made the bet wasn’t 
Bill...it was ME that was so bad at 
doing the long cage matches! I...I just 
wasn’t built that way...a big guy just 
doesn’t have the stamina to do it. 
Chappell: So, did you lose your 
paycheck? 

Mulligan: He won...1 lost my 
paycheck. I said, ‘Man, I don’t agree 
with this at all.’ I don’t know if Bill 
Eadie remembers that or not... 

Chappell: He didn’t mention it when 
I talked with him, but he talked about 
that long program of cage matches 
with you. 
Mulligan: It was kind of a little thing 
that nobody would talk about, so I’m 
not surprised. 

George had this big grin on his 
face and said, ‘Boy, you're gonna have 
a sad week aren’t you buddy?’ I said, 
‘What ate you talking about?’ He said, 
‘I got your check!’ The return match 
was bigger than the first match by a 
few people...both were huge. And 
man, it was a big check, too. 

Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: I said, ‘George, just take the 
stupid thing,’ and I walked off and left 
him. Later, I said, ‘George, I don’t know 
what's gonna come up in your mind 
anymore...this is ridiculous.’ Nobody 
ever did it before, and nobody has 
done it after...guys wouldn’t do it. 

Then...he gives me my check! 
(laughs) 
Chappell: I guess the Boss had made 
his point! (laughs) 
Mulligan: But I need to say this about 
George Scott...it’s important. All those 
promises he made me when I came in, 
he more than kept. From the first day 
hat I was there to the day that I left, 
George Scott kept his word to me...and 
doubled it. 

Nobody in the history of wrestling 
hought that George could make us the 
kind of money we made. Within two 
years of when I came in, everybody 
in every major territory in the world 
was calling George Scott to get into the 
Carolinas. The money we were making 
was...PHENOMENAL. 

Chappell: And I suspect even in your 
wildest dreams, you never thought it 
would take off the way it did. 

Mulligan: No one did. Vince 
McMahon, Sr. said, ‘I’ve never seen a 
man with so much guts and moxie in 


my life, to take a chance like you took 
and go down there and do that.’ 

Chappell: We were just speaking of 
Bill Eadie...you seem to have a great 
deal of respect for him. You wrestled 
him even later in the area, when Bill 
came back in 1980. 
Mulligan: I respect Bill Eadie a lot. We 
had a long career together. We spent a 
lot of time together overseas. We were 
over in Arabia together. We can both 
tell you stories about being in Kuwait 
City when there was a bomb scare. The 
Iraqi’s were trying to blow the place 


up. 


I'm not sure if Bill Eadie was on 
this tour or not...he might have been. 
Anyway, we arrived on the border 
of Yemen and Oman...they stopped 
a war, a village war, to come to the 
wrestling matches! 

Chappell: You're kidding! (laughs) 
Mulligan: They stacked arms on each 
side, and a guy told us, ‘I don’t want 
any hanky-panky or anything...we 
need to get in and out of here as fast 
as we can, because these two villages, 
these two tribes, are literally at war. 
Chappell: And here I thought the 
Richmond Coliseum was a danger 
zone sometimes! 

Mulligan: It’s unbelievable...it takes 
more time to tell this story. After 
the match, the Sultan comes in. I 
was actually working for a Sultan of 
Oman...he paid me and was fixing to 
move over there---that’s another story 


Two monsters of the mat meet - Mulligan 
amazed when Jos Leduc breaks the claw 
hold! 


in itself too! But he got killed in an 
accident...so that really kind of ended 
that. 

But anyway, I met the Sultan of 
Yemen...who led a tribe of Yemen 
fighters up in the mountains at the 
border. About a minute later, a sergeant 
with the police there said that sword 
that I was just looking at, probably 
that very day emboweled somebody... 
that’s the way they kill over there. 
Chappell: Man! 

Mulligan: So, Bill Eadie and I have 
some stories! 

When you see him, ask him about 
the Pakistani’s we had to shoot with! 
They show up and say, ‘We're going 
to win, we're going to win.’ Well, Bill 
Eadie only had the World Champion 
over there, but I had this guy’ that 
looked like ‘Lurch,’ about 500 pounds 
dressed in a white suit wrestling 
barefooted! 

Chappell: (laughing) 

Mulligan: Bill Eadie tells these guys, 
‘Well...we’re gonna win.’ I looked 
at Eadie and said, ‘You wanna trade 
guys?’ (everybody laughs) 

Chappell: Bill talked a lot about 
Japan...but our conversation never got 
over to Pakistan! (laughs) 

Bill was a great opponent for you 
when you were a babyface. After him, 
you had some great battles in 1979 and 
1980 with Big John Studd. Tell us about 
Studd. 
Mulligan: Big John...I really miss him. 
He called me before he died...told me 
he had Hodgkin's disease and swore 
me to secrecy that I wouldn’t tell 
anybody. I lost him so quickly after 
that... 
Chappell: You and Studd had some 
amazing matches...those street fights 
with him were brutal. And it was 
something, seeing you up against 
somebody physically bigger than you 
were. 
Mulligan: He was a big guy on his 
way out of the territory, and I snatched 
him out of the jaws of death, so to 
speak. I told George Scott, ‘Look at this 
monster, man. We're missing the boat 
here.’ And the rest is history with John 
Studd...we went round and round for 
a long time. 
Chappell: After Studd, a feud of 
yours I really enjoyed in 1980 was you 
against ‘Bad Boy’ Bobby Duncum. The 
battle of the Texans, and the battle of 


the former football players. That was 
something else! 

Mulligan: Bobby was one of my guys, 
but that program ended...this is hard 
to say---because he didn’t know how 
to get into the program. 

Chappell: Why was that? 

Mulligan: I...1 made a couple o 
comments that he didn’t like... 
Chappell: Huh? 

Mulligan: Yeah, I mean, I wasn’ 
serious at all. You know how I am 
about doing promos... 
Chappell: I definitely remember him 
saying a bunch of derogatory stuf 
about you and your family in his 
promos. What...he couldn’t take it in 
return? 

Mulligan: Let's put it this way...you 
can’t be too serious. You've got to 
be able to laugh at yourself in this 
business...at least a little bit, you 
know? 

You can be serious, but you can’t 
be too serious. I said something like, ‘I 
ell you one thing Bobby Duncum, if I 
find your ol’ lady in the parking lot I’ll 
whup her tail and your kids too.’ He 
ook offense to that... 

Chappell: Gee... 

Mulligan: said, ‘My God, Bobby...you 
know that I’m kidding. I’m kidding!” 
Chappell: So that’s how that program 
ended? 

Mulligan: That was it. He got mad at 
hat, and the attitude carried over. I 
said, ‘Bobby, we go back to St. Louis 
ootball, and all that stuff.’ He said, 
‘Naw, naw...I don’t like the things you 
said.’ I said, ‘ Bobby, Bobby, Bobby... 
you don’t get it, you never got it, and 
you never will.’ 

You either get it in this business, 
or you don’t. Thats the reason 
some ballplayers couldn’t make the 
transition over to wrestling...because 
of attitude. Big Angie [Angelo Mosca] 
made it about 90%. But a lot of them 
couldn’t do it. 

Chappell:Talking aboutyourpromos... 
I've always been curious about some 
of the people you mentioned in those. 
Let's see...there’s Sheriff Slim Gabriel, 
Spider, Gripp, Uncle Reba Joe...were 
they real people? 

Mulligan: Real world! Slim Gabriel 
was the Sheriff of Ector County, Texas 
for years...a real live person. Spider/ 
Gripp came from the old Rodeo. Reba 
Joe, Uncle Reba Joe, was my idol...he 


Texas Texas - Mulligan clamps the armbar 
on Dusty Rhodes. 


was a redheaded Cowboy. If you ever 
saw the movie ‘Hud,’ they copied 
that story after my Uncle...I’m sure 
they did! (laughs) He’s from Abilene, 
Texas...raised on a ranch and drove a 
Cadillac convertible...solid redhead. 
Chappell: Oh...and we can’t forget 
Sarah Joe! (laughs) 

Mulligan: Sarah Joe Puckett..,wasn’t 
an extension of the Concho County 
Queen, but she wasn’t really that bad! 
(laughs) She wasn’t as bad as I made 
her out to be! (everybody laughs) 
Chappell: And who can forget Cousin 
Crazy Luke = Mulligan...played 
expertly by ‘Killer’ Tim Brooks! 
Remember when he had popcorn 
all over the ring that time you were 
wrestling Ox Baker on TV! Man, you 
had a group of characters out there in 
Texas! (both laughing) 

Chappell: Bobby Duncum was really 
your last big program with Crockett. 
Describe your departure from the 
Mid-Atlantic area in the spring of 
1981. 

Mulligan: Well, I tried to do that 
stupid Knoxville thing...trying to 
be a promoter. I never did well in 
promotion, and I'll tell you a big 
reason why. 

Ole Anderson would pull those 
TBS tapes down on everybody, 
and then Vince started to make his 
(national) move. So, that killed all the 
little places...there weren’t any good 


little places to run anymore because 
they were throwing that big TV over 
at them. 
Chappell: How were those last days 
with Jim Crocket Promotions in 1981? 
Mulligan: It ended kind of badly. 
Johnny Weaver and I were offered the 
book... 
Chappell: You mean right after George 
Scott was let go? 

Mulligan: Yes...and it was kind of 
rutal to me. Jimmy (Crockett) and 
George. When it comes to an end, it’s 
ike football. When you're cut from 
a football team, it’s cold. George got 
his notice, and Jimmy wanted to do 
something else...and at the same time 
Jimmy’s talking out of both sides of 
his mouth---he offers me the job and 
Johnny Weaver the job. 

Chappell: What was your response to 
hat offer? 

Mulligan: Out of respect to George 
Scott, I didn’t take it. I could have made 
a fortune there. I would not take that 
job, out of respect to George Scott. 
Chappell: And eventually Crockett 
brought Ole Anderson in to take it? 
Mulligan: Yes. Weaver was offered the 
South (portion of the territory), and I 
was offered the North. 

Yeah...we let Ole come in, and the 
wild man came in and took over. And 
the rest is history... 

Chappell: I get the sense you and Ole 
weren't best buddies? 

Mulligan: Ole and I had some 
problems. But listen, we were so much 
alike in our beliefs...that we couldn’t 
coexist. But, he loved the political 
intrigue of this business...and I didn’t. 
Let's tell it like it is. That was our big 
difference. 

But as far as having a mind of how 
to run this business---he had it. He was 
a tough character. 

Chappell: But as I recall in 1981, about 
the time Ole came in was about the time 
we didn’t see you around anymore. 
Mulligan: As far as Ole and me... 
we didn’t jive together. We had our 
differences...those things come down 
in the reality of life. But that’s okay... 
that’s all right. He’s a tough guy, but I 
was about two tenths tougher. That’s 
just the way itis. 

But no knock toward him, buddy. 
He knew what he was doing. He did 
the TBS thing. He was a great booker 
and a hard worker...don’t ever take 
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that away from him. He had some 
good breaks, but he also had some 
tough breaks in his life. 

Chappell: Well, by that time in your 
career you knew the territory inside 
out...better than Ole. And you were 
still drawing money with your own 
programs. Heck, only your loyalty to 
George Scott kept YOU from being the 
booker! 
Mulligan: David , back then 
you got a percentage of the 
gate, and I always made a lot 
of my own decisions... 
Chappell: Because you sort 
of ‘did your own thing,’ did 
that make some bookers leery 
of you? 

Mulligan: They never 
wanted to relinquish the Title 
to me, because they didn’t 
know if I would take it away 
or relinquish it...after some 
of the things I did in my 
career! On any given night, I 
might relinquish it...and on 
any given night I might not! 
(laughs) 

I played with them a 
lot, you know? Overall, the 
whole thing worked good 
for me, but with promoters 
it was a hard time with them 
sometimes... 

Chappell: But you always 
drew money for them... 
Mulligan: NEVER did they 
ever lose a dime on me. And 
that was the whole idea...to 
make money in this business! 
Chappell: This may be a bit of 
an unfair question...because 
I'm asking you to essentially 
put yourself in other people’s 
heads. But how do you 
believe others in the business 
perceived you? 

Mulligan: (pauses) Probably 
as a bit of a hard character. I 
didn’t have anything to prove 
to anybody. I did everything 
that I wanted to do. I was a pro football 
player...so I'd already proved myself 
as to what I could do. 

Some guys that got into this 
business, I won't mention any names, 
came through the back door and 
really couldn’t measure up. There 
was a group of us, that really didn’t 


acknowledge them. And when it came 
down to doing things for them...well, 
we wouldn’t for them. 
Chappell: I guess there are different 
cliques in every sport...every 
profession. 
Mulligan: You had to earn your way... 
the old school. 

The Jack Briscos, the Dory Funks 
and the Harley Races. Boy, you had to 
earn that respect. And that’s the hard 
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school there, that I didn’t make...those 
were the real tough guys. 

Chappell: After you finished your major 
run in the Mid-Atlantic area in 1981, 
your career was far from finished, right? 
Mulligan: I had so many opportunities 
after that...my career didn’t end after 
Mid-Atlantic. After I left Mid-Atlantic, 


I toured the whole world. I had a 
little run in Florida...even in my 
old age I got to pop Florida---which 
really nobody had done in those 
circumstances. 

Chappell: You actually came back 
to Charlotte in late 1981 and early 
1982 and teamed with your son 
Barry, then referred to as Blackjack 
Mulligan, Jr. Tell us about that. 
Mulligan: Yeah, Barry on his way... 
coming into his 
Own... 
Chappell: Why 
didn’t that little 
run last longer? 
Mulligan: I 
kind of let him 
grow, and didn’t 
want to hold 
him back. Barry 
was the last old 
school trained 
wrestler...after 
him, there were 
no more. Barry 
was Jack Brisco, 
Harley Race 
trained. 
Chappell: How 
is Barry doing 
these days? 
Mulligan: Doing 
great, David 
He’s down here 
in Florida with 


me. 
Chappell: Now, 
tell us some 


more about that 
great run down 
in Florida with 
Dusty in the 
early 80s. This 
was in the time 
frame before 
Dusty came to 
Crockett in 1984, 
right? 
Mulligan: 
Dusty...when I 
came down [to 
Florida] on vacation...I’m pushing 
46-47 at that time, and at the end of 
my career. I told him, I said, ‘Hey, 
I don’t want to work here, I’m on 
vacation...giveme a guarantee.’ And 
they gave it to me! I was the only 
guy to get a guarantee in Florida, 
and I’m in my old age! (laughs) ` 
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Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: So, then Ihad a three year run 
in Florida...and it was phenomenal! 

Dusty Rhodes and I and JJ Dillon 
cut and coined some of the greatest 
takes...very similar to the ones that I 
cut in Charlotte. Dusty let us have free 
reign as far as cutting takes. We cut 
some of the greatest promos then, that 
were EVER made in the U.S. 
Chappell: You'd have to go a ways 
o top the promo work you did in the 
Mid-Atlantic area! 
Mulligan: They were very equal, 
David . I mean, we ran JJ Dillon off in 
the woods with a 30-30... 
Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: Flair was the Champion, 
he had become the World Champion 
hen...’Mr. Hotshot.’ We ran him off 
in the woods and tore his clothes off of 
him! 
Chappell: (laughing) Sounds like you 
had a great time during that early 80s 
run in Florida... 
Mulligan: And during that time, I was 
given an opportunity. Dusty came to 
me and said, ‘We're going to Charlotte. 
You're leaving with me, of course. 
Blackjack gets another run.’ 
Chappell: This would have been later 
in 1983 or in 1984... 
Mulligan: I’m the one that told Dusty 
o get the (Mid-Atlantic booking) job 
up in Charlotte...sent him there. He 
‘ook the job, and wanted me to come 
back with him. 
(long pause) Destiny stepped in...1 
wish I had [gone back to Charlotte]. 
Looking back, in retrospect, I should 
have come back to Charlotte. Because, 
even as old and fat as I was...I was too 
heavy...I could have rode with those 
guys. With Dusty Rhodes’ routine... 
me and him...we could have popped 
anything for 15-20 minutes. And then 
give us oxygen at the end! (laughs) 

But at that time, [had also become a 
real estate tycoon in Florida. As destiny 
would have it, that would eventually 
become the low point in my life. 
Chappell: Blackjack, we'll talk in 
detail about the legal issues that arose 
from your business ventures shortly. 
But even though you didn’t return to 
Charlotte full time with Dusty in 1984, 
you did make one final appearance in 
the Mid-Atlantic area during the late 
summer of 1984. 

You mention some of the great 


takes you did in Florida around that 
time. One that ran up here, and people 
still talk about, is when Flair came 
down to the swamp in Florida to try 
to convince you to come back to the 
Mid-Atlantic area to be his partner. 
You and Dusty and some other guys 
are sitting around the campfire, and 
Flair comes in there with a suit after 
walking through three miles of mud to 
get to you! (laughs) 

Mulligan: That's right. (pauses) Oh... 
yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah! That’s one of 
(those Florida vignettes)! 

Yeah...what happened was, I 
wound up in New York doing TV after 
that stint. I tell you what happened 
David ...boy, you've really, really got 
my memory going here! 

I worked a show with Wahoo 
McDaniel in Wilmington at the ball 
field there... 

Chappell: And in a reversal then, 
Wahoo was the heel and you were the 
babyface. 

Mulligan: Right! Wahoo hits me with 
a chop, and I grabbed my stomach. I 
thought something had ruptured. So, 
we ended the match real quickly. This 
is at the end of the summer in ’84, and 
I go back to this little dressing room... 
actually it was a football field, that’s 
where it was. 

Dusty and Barry (Windham) were 
in there, and Barry said, ‘Why don’t 
you come and ride back to Charlotte.’ I 
said, ‘No guys, I have a plane ticket to 
go back to Tampa.’ I was supposed to 
do some more stuff...come on back in. 
Chappell: What was the nature of the 
injury that occurred in Wilmington? 
Mulligan: Well, what had happened, 
was that I had a gall bladder attack. 
(laughs) When the Chief hit me, he 
knocked some of those gallstones 
around! I ended up having to be rushed 
to the emergency room. 

Nobody knows 
David , you're the first! 
Chappell: It’s great! (pauses) I don’t 
mean your gall bladder attack was 
great! (laughs) 
Mulligan: (laughs) I know! Anyway, 
they rushed me to the hospital in 
Charlotte...and gave me some pain 
medicine, but they said at the ER, 
‘Let’s get him back to Tampa.’ They 
flew me to Tampa, and rushed me to 
the hospital there. They had to take my 
gall bladder out. 


these stories, 


Chappell: Whoa... 
Mulligan: Yeah...I was definitely 
down for a while. And that killed 
anything that Dusty and I had going 
in the Carolinas. 
Chappell: We never saw you back in 
Jim Crockett Promotions after that. 

Mulligan: Now...listen to this. Boy, I 
haven’ttalked about this in years...how 
destiny steps in! This is unbelievable, 
David ...how it’s almost in reverse. 

I have a gall bladder attack, and 
go back to Tampa to have surgery. And 
that kind of kills my deal with Dusty. 
(pauses) Then...George Scott becomes 
the booker in New York! 
Chappell: That’s right! (everybody 
laughs) 
Mulligan: Man, this is getting my 
memory going again! So...then George 
calls me! He says, ‘You need to get 
your tail up here!’ I said, ‘George, I’ve 
got a scar about 15 inches long right 
down the middle of me.’ He said, ‘I 
don’t care. I’ll bring you in.’ 

I was giddy...I was back in my 
prime now! 

Chappell: What did George want to 
do with you? 

Mulligan: George said, ‘We'll bring 
you in and do Mulligan’s Barbeque. 
Roddy Piper is in and you can do 
TV...we'll find a good slot for you and 
make you big bucks.’ 

I said, ‘Come on, you don’t mean 
that.’ He said, ‘Bring it on!’ 


Wahoo McDaniel battles BlackJack Mul- 


ligan in an Indian Strap Match. (Photo - Bill 
Janosik) 
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So I go up there...with another 
George Scott guarantee! 

Chappell: What a difference nine years 
makes! In 1984, George Scott lures you 
away from Crockett to New York. In 
1975, Scott lured you from New York 
to Crockett! (laughs) 

Mulligan: (laughing) And again, I’m 
rolling up there in New York. 

But David ...the fire was gone. The 
fire was gone. 

I gave my notice real quick, and 
Vince, Jr. and I had a couple of words. 
Vince and I are out in Tucson, and 
we're doing MTV, and the business is 
starting to make its great change... 
Chappell: Thaťs right...at that 
time Vince was pushing ‘Rock and 
Wrestling.’ 

Mulligan: It was like, ‘My God...déja 
vu.’ Lused to hear from Butcher Vachon 
and Maurice (Vachon), how me and 
Dusty were killing the business with all 
our ‘BS’ and all that. But the business 
was changing...it was evolving. 

Chappell: I assume Vince was trying to 
sell you on this new type of wrestling? 
Mulligan: I told Vince I was going to 
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leave. I said, ‘Look...I’m gonna move 
along and do my thing.’ Little did 
I know that shortly after...disaster 
would hit. 

Chappell: You mean your 
problems several years later? 
Mulligan: Yes. But after I give my 
notice to Vince, he calls me on the 
phone. David ...if you would have 
heard this conversation...it almost 
sounded like two homosexual guys 
talking on the phone. It probably 
would have sounded something like 
that to someone from the outside, who 
didn’t know that the call was actually 
about professional wrestling! I mean, 
we really did care for each other...it 
was really a strange conversation. 
(laughs) 

Vince said, ‘You can’t leave me... 
what are you doing leaving me? You 
can’t walk out on me?’ (everybody 
laughs) I said, ‘I never walked out on 
you.’ Then he said, ‘You walked out on 
my father.’ 
Chappell: It sounds like he wouldn't 
take your notice, just like his Dad 
wouldn’t in 1975! 

Mulligan: I said, ‘I’m finished Vince. 
I don’t want to do this anymore. Don 
‘t you get me? I don’t want to do it 
anymore.’ He said, ‘You'll regret this 
for the rest of your life. I'll give you 
$500 a day just to be here, I’ll put you 
up in a hotel room...you don’t have to 
do anything.’ 
Chappell: What?! 

Mulligan: Vince wanted somebody 
there to keep him in touch...keep his 
feet on the ground. He was losing touch 
with reality in a wrestling sense...he 
was losing touch with the old school. 
He was fixing to make this big leap 
into the ‘Rock and Wrestling’ thing. 
Chappell: Well, Blackjack, he probably 
DID need you then! (laughs) 
Mulligan: He wanted to keep me 
around to do that. But I said, ‘I’m 
gone...I can’t take this anymore. This 
MTV stuff you're into...I’m not into 
that.’ 
Chappell: (laughing) No...1 don't 
see MTV and Blackjack Mulligan as a 
match made in heaven! 

Mulligan: Vince got mad one time 
because I wouldn’t do a David Wolfe 
interview for MTV. They had all that 
stuff set up...it was a big production 
and all. I said, ‘Blackjack Mulligan’s 
not gonna do that.’ He said I was 


legal 


hardheaded. 

Chappell: ‘Hardheaded, because 
you wouldn’t do the interview...or 
because you weren't into this ‘Rock 
and Wrestling’ stuff? 

Mulligan: Vince said, “You know, this 
business is going to change...come 
with me on it. Come with me, come 
with me, come with me. The bigger 
fool I'll let you make of yourself, the 
more money you'll make...and you'll 
make more money than you can ever, 
ever imagine.’ 

I said, ‘No Vinny...I’m leaving 
you. I'm gone.’ I never attained the 
prominence there that I had before... 
but they really loved me in New York. 

So, that was basically it for me in 
New York, though I did have a little 
final run up there a year or so later. 
Chappell: When you left ‘Rock and 
Wrestling,’ you went back to Florida? 
This would have been 1985, I guess? 
Mulligan: Went back to Florida, and 
that’s when I really got into the real 
estate thing. 

Chappell: I believe you wrestled some 
with your son, Kendall Windham, 
during that last run in Florida in 1985? 
Mulligan: I was in there with Kevin 
Sullivan then, and I tell you David, we 
went too far with some of that stuff... 

Chappell: You mean that ‘devil’ stuff 
with Sullivan? 
Mulligan: Yeah. Florida had pretty 
much been burned out by then, and we 
were grasping at straws to make things 
work. Kevin hit me in the head with a 
Coke bottle on TV...split me open all 
the way across my forehead. Actually 
split it. And I ended the program 
then...you can’t do that. 

David , we had demonic things 
going on at the matches. Burning cars 
in the parking lot...it was just totally 
out of hand. But the territory had totally 
burned after Dusty left...I guess, how 
do you follow Dusty Rhodes? 
Chappell: Sullivan was the booker? 
Mulligan: Kevin was one of my 
bookers...one of my guys. We just 
went too far. Hey...I was equally to 
blame for that stuff---we went too far 
with that. 

But here we had an old-timer, over 
the hill...and a kid, wild booker, trying 
to draw money. And we did with it 
some, you know. 

Chappell: And when you left there... 
you were back in the WWF in 1986-87. 
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I remember you were the masked “Big 
Machine” for a little bit...with fellow 
“Machines” Bill Eadie and Andre the 
Giant. I guess that WWF stint from 1986 
into early 1987 was your last major in- 
ring run in wrestling? 
Mulligan: Yes, I went back to New York 
that last time. Now David, this may be 
sad to you but it wasn’t to me...after 
20 some years in the business I get in 
the ring one day and I said, ‘What am 
I doing here...I’m making so much 
money in the real estate business. It’s 
really time to exit. Let’s exit stage left 
on top...semi on top.’ 
Chappell: Earlier, you mentioned 
how the real estate ventures you got 
involved in became the low point of 
your life. 
As many may know, after your 
ast run in New York, you ran into 
rouble with the law, which led to a 
ederal counterfeiting conviction and 
subsequent prison sentence in the 
early 90s. Tell us about your life in the 
ate 80s and early 90s. 
Mulligan: David , you're an attorney, 


right? 
Chappell: Yes. 
Mulligan: Okay...you’ll probably 


understand something like this better 
than most. I get knocked a lot about 
this...but Jack’s fine. Jack’s fine. 

I was in business with four or five 
attorneys. We were doing all kinds of 
real estate...shopping centers, all kinds 
of stuff. 

Chappell: You made a lot of money? 
Mulligan: I became very, very wealthy. 
But I outstretched myself, and got in a 
bind. And then I did something real, 
real rash. I did something really stupid 
and crazy...me and four attorneys 
did. 

Chappell: How did these real estate 
ventures become such a problem for 
you? 

Mulligan: (President) Reagan changed 
the real estate laws on investment 
properties...they became so they 
weren’t tax deductible. I got caught 
holding about 35 million dollars worth 
of property that you couldn’t deduct 
anymore. 

Chappell: Wow. 

Mulligan: Reagan did that tax change 
and...OH BOY---HERE WE GO! Me 
and these four I was in with, who I 
won't mention...golly man, we can do 
this with no problem! Yeah... WRONG! 


Wrong decision! (laughs) 

(pauses) So, I wound up in some 
trouble. You know...1 wound up in 
federal prison for two years. I'll address 
it just like it is...I’m very candid. 
Chappell: Wasn't your son Kendall 
also involved in this? 

Mulligan: I even took my son [to 
prison] with me...and that was a 
shame. That was a total disgrace to a 
great career of mine, it was a slap in the 
face to my fans, and it was a slap in the 
face to my parents...that I, with all the 
great things that happened to me over 
the years, had to resort to what I did. 
Chappell: As many of us who follow 
sports know, a number of great athletes 
find it difficult to adjust to retirement, 
and facing a much different life in 
the ‘real world.’ It sounds like you 
may have had those same type issues 
coming out of wrestling? 

Mulligan: When you try and make 
this transition from this big business 
of wrestling...to citizen---there’s a 
psychological barrier there that most 
guys don’t make. 

(pauses) It’s hard to explain... 
because one day you're on top, and the 
next day you’re in the trash can. And, 
I'm going through it right now with a 
ew guys... won’t mention their names. 
But I’m here to help them...because 
“ve experienced it---they don’t have to 
all to the depths that I did. 

And, David , Fd just like to 
straighten up something right now. 
Chappell: Yes... 

Mulligan: Now...you’re an attorney, 
and you know how things go down. I 
get rapped a lot, saying how I did this 
and that, and how I rolled over on this 
guy. 

Chappell: You're referring to your 
federal case? 

Mulligan: Right. Now, first of all, there 
were sixteen people involved in this 
indictment. I got two years (in prison). 
Kendall got 27 months. Everybody 
else got six months. The guy that rats 
doesn’t get more time than everybody 
else... 


Chappell: True...that person 
typically gets a lesser sentence for his 
‘cooperation.’ 


Mulligan: Exactly...that’s backwards. 
There was nothing said about anybody 
else, and it’s a knock on me. But, it’s 
really the only shot you can throw at 
me...and that’s fine. It’s part of me...I 


can’t deny it. 

Of all the great things I did, there 
was a little part of my life where I did 
some really stupid things. About ’83 
I get into real estate in Florida, and 
the wild and crazy things come out of 
that. 
I rib about it now...I tell people now, ‘I 
came down on vacation and ended up 
on probation! I wanted to come down 
and become a tycoon, and became a 
typhoon! That’s me!’ (laughs) 
Chappell: (laughing) Well, I think it 
speaks volumes about you as a person 
that you look at a difficult time like 
that with some humor now. 

What was your time like in 

prison? 
Mulligan: I was never really in a prison 
like most people probably think of. I 
was in a camp...but that’s not to say 
that being in there was easy at all. But, 
it was a good mental thing for me. 

I came out of there, and I slowly 
got my stuff together. And at first I’m 
doing shows...I’m relegated to kind 
of like the old Indian selling cigars 
for about a year. Out on the street, 
there, beating the tom-toms. It used to 
embarrass me so much. 

Chappell: With your attitude, you've 
obviously risen above that stage in 


Kathy Dowd. 
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your life now. 
Mulligan: Oh...very much so. Nobody 
would let me forget what happened... 
they tortured me after that. But, maybe 
I deserved it. After a little while, I went 
to WCW. 

Eric Bischoff was there. They 
wanted me so bad...I did one night on 
TV. There was so much jealousy. The 
only way they could ever take me out, 
David , was to say, ‘I don’t think he’s 
the type of guy we want on TV talking 
to our children.’ 

Chappell: A not so subtle reference to 
your just completed legal issues... 
Mulligan: Of course. So...that’s the 
way they finally finished me up. But 
that’s okay...that’s cool, because I'd 
made the transition from wrestling to 
citizen. 

I stayed (at WCW) a few years. 
They put me down in their training 
center over there, but that wasn’t for 
me. 

Chappell: You were a TV guy. 
Mulligan: My forte was TV....so thal 
was really my last stop in the wrestling 
business. 

Chappell: When you were really ou 
of the wrestling business for good, 
did you still keep up with any of the 
boys? 

Mulligan: To some degree, yes. And T'I 
tell you, one of the most difficult things 
for me was with Wahoo McDaniel ai 
the end of his life. 

Chappell: I know he was very sick 
with, I believe, diabetes? 

Mulligan: Well, in the later years, i 


made me so sad that Wahoo would 
sit at those flea markets. You know... 
beating that tom-tom. I just couldn’t 
handle that, you know? 

I respected him so much...as a great 
ootball player and as the great athlete 
e was... 

Chappell: So you remained close to 
him through the years? 

Mulligan: I was in touch with him up 
o the last days of his life... 

Chappell: Oh, really? 

Mulligan: Yeah. (pauses) I, I couldn’t 
help him... couldn’t reach him. I 
couldn’t reach out to help him... 
because he had that diabetes and that 
kidney failure---and he just wouldn’t 
do what I said. 

I tried to get him to come down 
here. I tried to save him. It was a 
horrible experience for me. I lost touch 
with him for about three weeks...and 
he died on me... 

Chappell: Oh no... 

Mulligan: His daughter called me 
from Odessa. Wahoo had wanted his 
ashes spread over the Brazos River, 
and they couldn't do it. I was pretty 
sick at the time, I was having some 
health problems then, so I couldn’t go 
down---and I wound up not doing the 
funeral thing. 

Chappell: That must have been a 
ough, tough time for you. 

Mulligan: Yes...it was very, very 
difficult. 
Chappell: Wahoo was a true 
egend. And as you know, there was 
recently a Mid-Atlantic Wrestling 
Legends Convention and Fanfest in 
Charlotte... 

Mulligan: I saw the pictures on your 
site...they looked great. 

Chappell: We as fans missed you there. 
I would be interested in hearing your 
houghts on these types of ‘reunions.’ 

Mulligan: David , I’ll explain some 
hings about these legends things. 
This may sound really, really weird. 
But I’ve had such a blessed career, and 
Tm at such a position in my life and a 
steady place now...legends to me are 
esus and Mother Theresa. 

If anybody tries to give me praise 
and accolades now...I just don’t handle 
it well. That’s because I just don’t feel 
hat I did anything extra special for 
anybody. It may sound weird, but I 
don’t. I guess my thought is...focus on 
people who really made a difference in 


this world. There were a lot of people 
that did...Martin Luther King...there 
were a lot of people that did! (laughs) 
Chappell: I certainly respect your 
opinion Blackjack. But, I think you 
and your colleagues from the Mid- 
Atlantic days touched a lot of us more 
than any you could ever imagine. And 
the size of that crowd in Charlotte at 
the reunion...sometimes seeing is 
believing! 
Mulligan: The fans have been great 
to me. If sometimes I seem almost 
untouchable...it’s not because I’m not 
appreciative. Maybe ‘shy’ is the word 
I’m looking for. Maybe I don’t realize 
what I did back then... 
Chappell: I’ve come to believe that 
many of the guys you ran with back 
hen share those very same feelings. 
Mulligan: Please don’t ever think 
hat it’s ego or pride...or anything 
else like that with me. I guess I’m a 
hard legend’s guy, you know...1 don’t 
believe that what I did was all that big 
o do, guys! But I do appreciate others 
hinking that it was! (laughs) 
Chappell: Well, I don’t think you 
would be talking to me at this length 
if you weren't appreciative of all your 
ans out there! (laughs) 
Mulligan: I look at your site, and I see 
hat, and it’s just phenomenal. And 
alking with you...1 mean, this could 
go on into multi hours! 
Those years were such a party to 
me. I’m one of the few guys that got to 


go through life and play professional 
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BlackJack Mulligan Jr. (Barry Windham) 
battles The Mongolian Stomper. Photo -Steve 
Stogdale 


football, and also got to wrestle. I loved 
it, and the fans were great! 

Chappell: Tell us how the fans entered 
into your mind as you worked a 
match. 

Mulligan: We were taught in the 
old school ways. Dory Funk, Sr., Joe 
Blanchard and Verne Gagne...these 
guys drilled it into your head that 
you had better give a performance. 
They actually had that as part of their 
schools, their training process. 

The fans paid $3.50-$4.00 to get 
hose wrestling tickets, and they 
brought their families. And that was 
a lot of money back then. So we were 
taught that you better entertain the 
people, or they won't stay with you. 
That was the tact that we took. 
Chappell: You, and almost everybody 
back in that time... 
Mulligan: Ric Flair took that tact. We 
ried to entertain people, whether it 
was making them happy or making 
hem sad...or whatever. But when that 
guy left the building, he had bought 
his popcorn and watched some great 
wrestling and said, ‘WOW, MAN, 
THAT WAS AWESOME!’ 

Chappell: That’s so true, because 
you all put on a great show...it didn’t 
matter if you were in a big Coliseum or 
in a little high school gym. The same 
effort was put forth for both. 
Chappell: Do you watch any of the 
current wrestling product? 

Mulligan: Hardly ever see it. Barry will 
come through every now and then and 
flip it over to wrestling. I’ll check it and 
watch a few things...but not much. 
Chappell: Do you see territorial 
wrestling ever coming back? 
Mulligan: What has to happen, is 
that Vince McMahon has to go away. 
But it’s really ready now, for regional 
things to return. But Vince won't let it. 
And you're not going to find anybody 
with a couple of million dollars to 
come in...because they'll lose it at the 
beginning. 

You know, the minute you get a 
TV station...Vince comes in and buys 
you out. He takes it right out from 
underneath you. What's a TV station 
manager going to do....take the little 
show you're trying to do, or take Vince 
McMahon? 

Chappell: So, when Vince McMahon 
is no longer in the picture, you see a 
return of the wrestling territories? 
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Mulligan: You'll probably live to 
see it, David , but I won't. But it will 
happen again. Eventually it will 
happen, because people are ready for 
it. But with Vince’s Barbarian-Mongol 
attitude...I mean, San Jose, California, 
he'd fly a leer jet to California just 
to take over a TV station. But that’s 
Vinny...he’s done it his way---and he’s 
worth a lot of money! 
Chappell: If you had to sum up your 
years wrestling in the old Mid-Atlantic 
territory, how would you describe that 
time period in your life? 
Mulligan: David , what we did, we 
caught a magic moment in time. There 
was never another one like it. I mean, 
after I left Mid-Atlantic, I toured the 
world as I’ve said. I went to work 
for the Sheik, and then I went to 
Arabia and made top dollar. I went to 
Germany. I wrestled the wildest man in 
wrestling...that stupid Dutchman Jan 
Wilkens from South Africa---I made a 
fortune over there with that guy. 

But I never again captured the 
magic that we had there in Mid- 
Atlantic with George Scott. Everything 
just fellinto place...it wasjusta magical 
moment in time. 

Chappell: Could it...can it...ever be 
repeated? 

Mulligan: It’s history. You'll never get 
another type mix of George Scott, Jack 
Mulligan, Mosca, John Studd, Timmy 
Woods, Johnny Weaver...and all the 
rest that were in Charlotte then. 
Chappell: Any particularly favorite 
places or towns in the Mid-Atlantic 
area for you? 

Mulligan: Wow, there were so many. 
Richmond...one of my favorite all 
time towns. Norfolk...I loved Norfolk. 
I loved Virginia. Actually, I thought 
about buying property up there around 
Culpeper one time... loved that area. 
But at the time, I didn’t really know 
what I was going to do, or understand 
where I was going...so that didn’t 
work out. But I loved that country up 
there. 

I loved the Carolinas. If I have any 
regrets at all in my life...it would be 
the decision I made when Dusty got 
the job up there in ’84. I had a ticket to 
ride, on the kids, you know. I should 
have taken the ticket to ride, and didn’t. 
Because Dusty and I had all those 
goofy matches, and we could have had 
the kids do all the hard work...and 


BlackJack Mulligan with the man who got him 
started - Floyd Emerson. 

Below: BlackJack makes “eyes” at Susan 
Green. (Photos by Herman Marshall, Jr. 


Dusty and I would take all the glory! 
(laughs hard) 

Chappell: As fans, I think we all wish 
that would have happened! 

Mulligan: It was just a mistake, and 
it didn’t happen. I could have had 
another five year run, and there’d be 
another chapter of Blackjack Mulligan 
in Carolina we'd be talking about 
now. 

Chappell: You're making tears come 
to my eyes now, Blackjack! 

Mulligan: (laughing) 

Chappell: Tell us what Blackjack 
Mulligan is up to these days? 
Mulligan: Man, Blackjack Mulligan is 
fine. I wound up in the car business. 
I've got this silly little car business... 
I’m making as much money as I was 
when I was wrestling. (laughs) 
Chappell: How did you end up in the 
car business? You sell cars, right? 
Mulligan: Yeah...I’m selling cars. 
After I had hit bottom, people starting 
calling me giving me $1,500-$2,000 
to show up on their car lot, their car 
dealership. You know, they wanted 
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Blackjack Mulligan there...and I just 
did promos, like my old wrestling 
promos. 

I started making some money, and 
people started showing up! Crowds... 
hordes of people. I mean, Yd go to 
these little places and there would be 
hundreds of people standing there. A 
guy that ran one of them who was a 
wrestling fan said, ‘My God, what do 
we have here? I knew you could sell 
cars!’ 

Chappell: (laughing) You COULD 
always cut a great promo! You just 
broadened the subject matter! 

Mulligan: That same guy said, ‘You 
need to open a car lot. Buddy, we're 


corner lot. We work at our own speed, 
but we do real well. 

I actually have taken retirement 

already from the government...my 
wife really runs the lot. 
Chappell: How is your health now? 
You mentioned having some health 
issues around the time of Wahoo’s 
passing. 
Mulligan: I’m doing good. I have a 
few little health issues, now. I was an 
avid diver. From the age of 50 to 55, 
I set the world record on dives...how 
many dives a guy can do. (laughs) 

I was the oldest guy to pass the 
Dive Master test, that’s PADI and 
NAUI... 


Toe to toe against “The World’s Most Dangerous Wrestler,” Dick the Bruiser. 


doing $30,000 an hour while you're 
here.’ I said, ‘I'll ask for a raise then!’ 
(everybody laughs) 

So...I just kept on talking. 
We would do live radio from the 
dealerships...and we'd cross over to 
the rock stations from the country 
stations. It was great. 

Chappell: And you eventually took 
that guy’s advice, and went into the 
car business for yourself? 

Mulligan: Yes...I just have a small 
dealership that me and my wife run. 
It’s phenomenal. It’s nothing big...it’s a 


Chappell: That’s really something! 
Mulligan: Yeah! But I had a little 
problem one day. Went down in there, 
and had alittle breath taken away. Went 
to my Doctor and he said, ‘Uh oh... we 
got a little problem here.’ So, he asked 
me not to dive anymore, you know. 
So...I quit doing that goofy thing. 
Chappell: How old are you now? 
Mulligan: I’m 63 now. So the Doctor 
has kind of settled me down a little bit. 
He said, ‘We're going to keep you here 
a long time.’ 

Chappell: Well, I guess none of us have 


a problem with that! (laughs) 
Mulligan: He said, ‘Let’s don’t be 
doing anymore cave diving, okay?’ 
Chappell: Did you dive any when you 
were younger? 

Mulligan: Yeah, yeah...1 did it many 
years ago when I was in the Marines. 
I was in Guam with the Marines, and 
used to dive there. And then I got back 
into it pretty recently. For four or five 
years there, I was always two hundred 
feet underground...diving into every 
cesspool in the world! (everybody 
laughs) 

Chappell: Where are you living now, 
Blackjack? 

Mulligan: I’m right here in Central 
Florida...right in between Tampa and 
Orlando. I did a little thing a while back 
with ol’ Eddie Mansfield at Universal 
Studios...Universal Studios thought 
they wanted to be in wrestling...until 
they found out what it was all about! 
Chappell: (laughing) 
Mulligan: But I bought this property 
in Florida, and gosh, I’ve been here 
about ten years. I'l] probably never 
leave here. I’ve sold all my properties 
in Texas. 
Chappell: As we conclude Blackjack, 
any final thoughts on your wrestling 
career...or your life in general? 
Mulligan: Life has really been super to 
me, David . I’ve had such a blessed life. 
God blessed me...I mean, I was a little 
kind from a west Texas town...and 
got every dream that he ever wanted. 
I mean...it’s amazing. Even my life 
today...there are some super highs 
and some lows---but even to this day, 
I'm very blessed. 

Chappell: Anybody that ever watched 
Mid-Atlantic Championship Wrestling, 
was blessed to see you perform and 
entertain. You brought so much joy to 
so many fans! 

Mulligan: I want to tell all the fans, 
‘Thank you.’ And man, you and Dick 
Bourne ...you guys are doing just an 
awesome job down there. I appreciate 
everything you all are doing for 
wrestling. God bless you guys. 
Chappell: Words like that make our 
efforts on the site all seem worthwhile! 
Thank you for those kind words, and 
thank you for all the time you've spent 
with the Gateway tonight. 

Mulligan: Anytime I can do something 
for you...call me. Thank you, buddy. 
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Regular readers of this column 
will know that we are very interested 
in reporting the buying trends of 
people buying and selling wrestling 
nostalgia items. Since our last column 
a very expensive collection has recently 
changed hands. 


à Paul Jones 


My good friend Chuck Thornton 
has purchased the personal collection 
of the late Paul Jones. Mr. Jones was 
the longtime wrestling promoter in 
Atlanta, GA. Prior to his taking over 
the promotional reigns of Atlanta Paul 
was an outstanding wrestler in his 
day. 

Chuck purchased the collection 
from Paul’s nephew for approximately 
$2,400.00. Included were a number 
of trophies and plaques for awards 
presented to Paul Jones over the years. 

Also included were scrapbooks of 
newspaper clippings detailing Jones’ 
wrestling career. And some of the other 
items were pictures, including some 
that were autographed. Additionally 
some Atlanta programs were included. 
Word has it that Dr. Bob Bryla and John 
Pantozzi, two other noted collectors 


See | 


were Chuck’s silent partners in 
obtaining this one of a kind collection. 

Mr. Thornton and I combined to 
win a collection of over forty vintage 
Chicago wrestling programs from the 
year 1955. I was very happy to fill in 
many gaps that my personal collection 
was missing from the matches held at 
the famed Marigold Arena. 

1955 was a very interesting year 
as it was Dick The Bruiser’s full first 
year in the wrestling. Another rookie 
who certainly made his presence 
felt that year was Dick Beyer. Others 
main eventing at the time included 
such stars as Roy McClarty, Don Leo 
Jonathan, Angelo Poffo, Hans Schmidt, 
and The Sheik. The tag team sensation 
at the time was the combination of Jack 
Allen and Jerry Woods, who held the 
Midwest Tag Team Championship. 

In general a market trend has 
been any program that was published 
by Chicago promoter Fred Kohler 
continue will go for top dollar. A 1957 
program featuring a double main event 
of Verne Gagne vs. Dick The Bruiser 
and Ed Carpentier sold for $51.01. 

Meanwhile a 1958 Milwaukee 
program that featured Yukon Eric 
vs. Killer Kowalski as one of its main 
events sold for $56.01. I wonder what 
kind of price my Montreal program 
from the original rematch after 
Kowalski severed Eric’s ear would 
bring on today’s open market? 

Relatively 
speaking of 
Kohler booked 
cards I got a heck 
of a deal when I 
won an auction 
of a Moline 
program that 
featured Verne F 4 
Gagne vs. Fred Verne Gagne 


Von Schacht as its main event for only 
$20.50. A bonus to the purchase was 
that it featured Gagne’s autograph on 
the front cover of the program. 
Atlanta, GA wrestling programs 
seem to be in great demand by certain 
collectors. Meanwhile programs from 
New York City’s Madison Square 
Garden seem to only go for about 


Jim Hady 


Pete Sanchez 


$7.00 each despite the fact that they 
feature great champions like Bruno 
Sammartino and Bob Backlund. 

Don’t forget brand new 
uncirculated copies of programs 
produced by this author and Norman 
Kietzer are still available through this 
magazine. Check the ad for program 
back issues found online at www. 
wrestlingrevue.com. 

Sometimes publicity pictures of 
wrestlers can get expensive too when 
bidding wars start. A picture of the late 
great Jim Hady recently sold for $34.99. 
Meanwhile a picture of Pete Sanchez 
sold for $31.00. A shot of Louie Tillet 
brought $16.51 in an auction. Of course 
all three of these wrestlers were pretty 
well known. 

Whatis surprising was preliminary 
stars Bill Scholl sold for $20.50, Art 
La Pitanopolo sold for $18.27, Tom 
Steele for $16.27, and Billy Venable for 
$13.27. 

I guess getting pictures of well 
known main event wrestlers like Sam 
Steamboat, Johnny Rougeau, Ricky 
Romero, and Alberto & Ramon Torres 
at $6.99 would have to be considered 
real bargains. 

Remember I am always looking 
forward to hearing from any of 
you who might have old wrestling 
magazines, pictures, programs, etc. for 
sale. I can be reached at Jamescmelby@ 
Aol.Com or at 1409 Ryan Avenue West, 
Roseville, MN 55113-5829. 
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At last year’s Cauliflower Alley Club 
Vegas reunion after his friend of more than 
40 years, Red Bastien honored him on stage 
witha golden potato award; Golden Greek 
John Tolos nearly put the large crowd in 
tears by mentioning how much it affected 
him that so many of his longtime broth- 
ers in the business kept dying each year. 
“Each year I really do see less and less and 
itreally gets to me,” he said. 

We can only imagine the hurt John is 
feeling now at losing his beloved brother 
Chris - a humanitarian, a famous cook and 
author, cribbage player, a great tag team 
wrestler and more. 

The business mourns the passing of 
Chris Tolos too; who for decades took great 
care of his sister (who reportedly had Mul- 
tiple Sclerosis) and their mother who lived 
to a great old age. 

John would always come back home 
from wherever he was at -Pacific North- 
west, Texas, Kansas City, Japan to help 
Chris out as best he could. 

When Chris left all the Sheik, Toron- 
to/Tunney, Wildman (aka Bearman Dave) 
shows to stay at home in Hamilton and take 
care of sis and mom, he also began writing 
more cook books with his famous Greek 
recipes that so many of the boys loved. 

“Everyone loved Chris’ cooking, he 
was always like a big gourmet chef” Pep- 
per Gomez said in 1996. And as with Dana 
Reeves getting cancer, Chris’ death report- 
edly from cancer just doesn’t seem fair at 
all. 

Certainly the golden days of the Tolos 
Brothers were the late ‘50s and ‘60s. John 


would become a legend later by branching 
off to Los Angeles and setting all sorts of 
records with his 1971 outdoor L.A. Coli- 
seum spectacular with Fred Blassie (Sheik- 
Brazil was on the undercard along with Mil 
Mascaras, Shibuya-Saito vs Gordman and 
Goliath and tons more). 

But when Chris came to join John at the 
latter’s peak of face popularity in the spring 
of Los Angeles ‘72 territory (John soon af- 
ter the Blassie blowoff match, turned face 
thanks to the even heeler antics of Gordman 
and Kenji Shibuya on L.A. KCOP channel 
13) ; the magic was recreated and it was 
my favorite year to snap photos and tape 
interviews (which thankfully I still have on 
reel to reel). The Tolos Boys were incredible 
for the territory amidst a wealth of talent. 
My boss, Jeff Walton, Olympic Aud/L.A. 
Wrestling Club publicist and many of us 
will never forget the call and recall promos 
the Tolos’ cut. 

“We're gonna destroy She-Boo-EE 
(Kenji Shibuya) and (Killer) Kowalski. You 
two are bums. Right Brother John?” Chris 
would yell. 

“You're absolutely right brother 
Chris,” John would intone. And soit would 
go back and forth to a fiery conclusion. 

I never got to see their ‘50s and ‘60s 
stuff, but for 1972, it was spine-tingling 
stuff. Never did they do anything less 
than 5 stars on the mike that year. And the 
heavily-promoted tag match they had with 
Kenji Shibuya and Killer Kowalski (then 
America’s tag champs) was a one hour 
broadway 5-star affair too. Chris lost his 
boot during the match at the Olympic Aud, 
but kept working without it. No angle, no 
gimmick, he just lost his shoe; but didn’t 
miss a beat of the match. 

For those of us who hadn't been able 
to catch Tolos tag team mayhem decades 
earlier, 1972 would see the pair take on 
(at smaller SoCal venues) teams like Sheik 
and Ernie Roth (in his Weasily Abdullah 
Farouk persona), Ernie Ladd and Kowalski 
and more. 

Chris had singles feuds with Billy Gra- 
ham who was just developing his amazing 
color scheme sense before finessing it fur- 
ther in AWA-land; prior to the big WWWE 
move. The yelling promos Graham and 
Chris Tolos had were fun and the blowoff 
was John reffing Chris against Graham 
underneath a match fans were told was 
“beamed back live to Japan and the rest of 
the world” -The Funk Brothers dropping 
the “intl tag titles” to Shohei Baba and Seiji 
Sakaguchi. The Tolos and Funk boys all 


mm 


together in one locker room. Does it get 
better than that?! The opening matches? 
Nick Bockwinkel on his way to Japan fac- 
ing Killer Kowalski, and Ernie Ladd vs Don 
“Arson” Carson. And Dory Dixon was on 
the card too. 

Chris was only around about four 
months. And yes, when he'd try to speak 
Spanish, he’d mangle a few words and ev- 
eryone in the back would howl as he tried 
calling Gordman and Goliath “frogs” in 
some artificial Spanish Raul Mata had told 
him to say. He also got laughs when in- 
tentionally mispronouncing Shibuya and 
Earl Maynard’s names. Thankfully we 
taped all the audio onto casettes from this 
period — Wednesday was Olympic Aud 
TV in English and Spanish and Saturdays 
was KCOP in English with another legend 
-Dick Lane. 

1972 was just a magic time for the 
Southern California territory, and we have 
Chris in large part to thank for it. When 
he first arrived, he was far too pale since 
he spent most of his time in colder, nether 
regions. John soon dragged him to Venice 
and Santa Monica beaches so they’d “col- 
or-match” a little better. Chris also was a 
gentle ribber, along the likes of beloved Vic 
Christy. 

The wrestling community sends John 
it’s love and prayers. If you watch current 
wrestling on TV and lament the loss of 
great tag teams; remember just how great 
the Greek Wrecking Crew--Chris and John 
were amongst so many super duos. They 
set and absolutely demolished the bar way 
back when, as Chris might say. 
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Welcome back wrestling fans to 
the second edition of Wrestling Revue 
online. Old school wrestling continues 
to be the hot topic around today’s 
scene, with numerous reunions and 
gatherings across the country. With 
that in mind, let me first relay a story 
to you from my early days in the 
business, then fast forward to a recent 
event held in Illinois. Enjoy. 


What.......... Me Wrestle? 


Still into my first year as a full 
time wrestling manager, I had been 
involved in some wild matches with 
my partners Blackjack Luka, Beautiful 
Ben Justice, Killer Tim Brooks, and The 
Destroyers. Their every move hated by 
the fans, I was still learning my spots, 
when best to get heat with the crowd, 
how far to take it, and what I could do 
o make them pop. 

Youthful, arrogant, and full of 

piss & vinegar, I routinely became 
physically involved in our bouts. What 
a better way to bring the crowd to their 
eet than to see the manager finally get 
what’s coming to him in the form of 
a few knuckle sandwiches, a few big 
body slams, and whatever torture that 
could be bestowed upon him in receipt 
or the devilish acts and havoc he has 
caused ringside during the match. 
I was light and acrobatic, and 
able to accentuate the biggest bumps 
because of it. Taking a page out of the 
wrestling managers handbook courtesy 
of Bobby Heenan, a good friend who I 
not only looked up to and admired for 
being one of the greatest managers of 
all time but also because he was one 
of the all time best in the business for 
aking a bump. On most occasions 
during the course of our matches or 
during the finish, with pleasure, I gave 
the fans what they came to see. 


Many of the guys in the dressing 
room were in awe of my special talent 
to take the big bumps, some so new 
and unconventional, unlike today’s 
high fliers, most guys didn’t have 
the nerve to even dare try any of my 
moves. I took it as a special challenge 
on a nightly basis to impress the guys 
with my death defying escapades. 

Still for this rookie, it was highly 
rewarding when I came back into 
the dressing room after taking said 
punishment, getting a firm pat on the 
back and to receive lauds of “Good job, 
kid” from the boys, making it all worth 
while. My body paid the price for these 
displays on a daily basis, always sore, 
hurting, and bruised, at times so bad 
that it took me nearly an hour to get 
out of bed in the morning for weeks on 
end. No complaints though, this was 
my job, my craft, and I couldn’t wait to 
do it all over again night after night. 


Until a hot night in Toledo, Ohio 
on May 16, 1975. 

Here’s the set up. Two weeks prior, 
while managing Killer Tim Brooks, 
who had just defeated Tony Marino, 
with some timely outside interference 
courtesy of yours truly. The crowd 
was furious and I knew it would be 
another one of those long unsafe walks 
back to the dressing room. With the 
fans hurling anything not bolted down 
into the ring, our booker-promoter 
Jack Cain had to think fast on how to 
restore order to the crowd before a riot 
ensued, dangering not only his talent 
but also the audience itself. 

He got on the microphone, 
capturing the attention of the crowd, 
and booked the main event for the 
next show, a return match between 
Killer Brooks and Tony Marino with a 
“Special Stipulation” to be announced 
on TV prior to the next card. 

Any fan who has ever had the 
chance to witness a Brooks-Marino 
affair knew they were in store for one 
all out brutal war. These matches were 
classic battles of epic proportions. 
Punches were rarely pulled, plenty of 
high flying action, tons of ring jarring 
bumps, and for the not too squeamish, 
rivers of flowing blood were the norm. 
I enjoyed watching them when I was 
a fan, but now being able to be up 
this close and in on the action, I was 
geeked to the max. Except for one 


Brooks and Marino - two battlers very familiar to midwestern mat fans of the 1970s. 
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simple fact. Nobody clued me in on 
what that “Special Stipulation” would 
actually be. 

Two weeks later, at the Tam 
O'Shanter Arena, I entered the heel’s 
dressing room. I was greeted by Jack 
Cain, Brooks, and Marino, all with mile 
wide grins and dollar signs flashing in 
their eyes. “Do you have your gear?” 
they asked. 

“Geat........ What gear?.......... 3 
Outfit, yes. A shiny set of blue satin 
pants, a glittering yellow top, multi- 
colored shoes, all this, my usual garb, 
to perform my managerial duties. But 
Bear?........ no gear. What's with this 
gear term all of a sudden. It didn’t 
make sense and it just wasn’t sinking 
in. 

Things started to come together 
when they informed me that the main 
event of the evening was a tag team 
match. “Fine, who's our partner?” 
I asked. They looked at me as if I 
were crazy. Why didn’t I get it, they 
wondered. “You” they said. “Me”, I 
wondered. Not manager Me. I’m not 
a wrestler, never have been, never 
could be with all of my 6'2” 135 pound 
frame. 

But yes, it was true, it was booked, 
and it was going to happen. The special 
stipulation turned out to be Tony 
Marino and his special guest partner, 
promoter Jack Cain would take on 
the team of Killer Tim Brooks and his 
manager, Supermouth Dave Drason. 
Oh my Lord, what was I in for. 

Looking back, this type of 
gimmick match was a wrestling fan’s 
dream. Usually the manager is put 
in a cage suspended above the ring, 
or handcuffed to another wrestler, 
preventing him from interfering in 
the match. But putting the manager 
in the ring is a whole other ballgame. 
A chance to mix the pro and the non 
pro. A chance for the fans to see played 
out before their eyes what they hoped 
and dreamed would occur if ever they 
could be promoter for a day. A chance 
to see the good guys triumph over evil 
and it’s epidemic scourge. 

I recall as a fan watching a few of 
these bouts. The Sheik once teamed up 
with his manager Abdullah Farouk. 
Farouk came out dressed in baby 
blue attire, covering his entire body 
from head to toe. He wore a boxers 
protective helmet on his head, not to 


of bed the next day.” 


Here’s Supermouth Dave Drason flying off the top ropes 


“It would take me an hour just to get out 


protect his melon from serious injury, 
but to keep his toupe from coming 
off. 

The Sheik did the bulk of the ring 
work or course, and it wasn’t until 
the finish that he accidently tagged 
in his partner. It ended as the fans 
would have it, Farouk pulverized 
and carried out on a stretcher. 

Gary Hart donned the tights in a 
match with his partner The Student, 
receiving much the same fate. Big Bad 
John had to wrestle his own partner, 
The Kentucky Butcher, after a falling 
out between the two, but the odd twist 
was that Big Bad John was already a 
wrestler to begin with. Same said for 
George Crybaby Cannon when he 
teamed up with his proteges, The 
Fabulous Kangaroo’s. 

Thesesort of matches, bringing the 
manager into the ring, are an oddity 
in pro wrestling. You have a pretty 
good idea what is going to happen; 
in the end the manager is going to 
get beat like a 3 egg omelette, all to 
the fans delight. Part hype, part box 
office, but sure enough entertaining 
and comical. 

Now, back in the dressing room 
at the Tam O'Shanter, I was excited 
to be involved in this particular 
grudge match, yet apprehensive to 
say the least. What moves would 


I do and how could I pull them off 
without looking like a cowering wimp. 
I wanted this to be a great bout, not a 
farce like many I had witnessed before. 
I'd take my lumps, dish out a few, pop 
the crowd, and bid adieu. 

But gear, I had no gear. I couldn't 
go out in my usual outfit. I certainly 
couldn’t try to wrestle in my regular 
footwear either. I needed a get-up, a 
crowd pleasing gimmick befitting the 
grappler I was about to become. Since 
no one in the dressing room had any 
spare ring wear, especially in my size, 
I was stuck in one of those dreams 
where you're going someplace special 
and you're walking around naked as a 
jaybird. Oh, the humanity. 

I certainly couldn’t go out nude 
and I needed a pair of wrestling boots. 
What to do? This is what happened. 
I summoned a young female friend, 
quite beautiful and shapely I recall, 
who lived in the area. We both had the 
same waistline, size 24, yet I was a bit 
taller than her, but she was my only 
hope at this juncture. We exited the 
arena and made a beeline to her house, 
not far away in suburban Toledo. 

Once at her place, I first searched 
her wardrobe trying to find a pair of 
swim trunks only to discover some hot 
pants, quite popular in the day, that 
would act as my ring trunks. “I'll take 
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those” I said, grabbing the shocking 
pink pair of hot pants that fit like a 
glove. 

“Here, wear these under them” she 
said, handing me a pair of sheer purple 
nylons that would act as leg tights. We 
packed them up and headed back to the 
arena where I still had time enough to 
dress, go over the match, get the finish, 
and look for any photographer I could 
find to record this historic event. 
Courtesy of my good friend and 
future partner in crime, Mickey Doyle, 
he loaned me his wrestling boots since 
is match was already over. As I began 
o dress into my borrowed threads, 
all eyes in the dressing room were 
pierced in my direction. Did I look a 
ittle faggish, I wondered, as I shyly 
donned my ring attire for the evening. 
Fully clothed, pink hot pants, purple 
nylon tights aglow, with professional 
ooking boots I thought could divert 
attention from my shocking garments, 
I heard all the boys shout a collective 
“Great!!!” 

They thought I looked great? Not 
a trickle of laughter was to be found as 
they gave me a shot of encouragement 
instead of the expected ridicule about 
my appearance. “You're not supposed 
to look like a wrestler”, they told me. 
“You look exactly as you're supposed 
to look. The crowd will go wild when 
they see you, that’s the main thing.” 

Istarted to feel better about myself 


now, girlish or not. These fans were 
going to see me like the had never 
seen me before. All in all, when it came 
down to it, I was going to give them 
what they really didn’t expect to see: 
Rock & Shock was born. 

It was now showtime. As Brooks 
and I exited the dressing room first to 
enter the ring, my mind was totally 
focused on the task at hand. To this day 
I don’t even remember the reaction of 
the crowd as we walked out, which 
Tm sure was an equal mix of raucous 
laughter and ridicule. We entered the 
ring, and as usual, I began to strut 
my stuff, requesting that the crowd 
pay homage to my champion. But my 
usual routine completely turned full 
circle on this day. Killer Tim was the 
one now ordering the crowd to pay 
respect to his manager and wrestling 
partner, knowing all too well he was 
having a hard time keeping a straight 
face in the process. 

Furthercompounding this problem 
for Brooks was this evening’s special 
guest referee, who turned out to be 
none other than Percival Al Friend, 
former managing great, who I’m sure 
at one time or another participated in 
a few of these type matches himself. 
Maybe he didn’t look as complex as I 
did on this particular night, but when 
he wrestled in my same situation, I’m 
sure the humorous jeers and catcalls 
directed towards me brought back 
some pretty fond memories for him as 
well. 

As our opponents entered the ring, 
I went into a complete tirade, lunging 
first towards Jack Cain, promoter, 
whose bright idea it was to got me 
involved in this match to start with. 
Also I angrily expressed interest in a 
piece of that “spaghetti bender” Tony 
Marino, a long time adversary and 
major thorn in our sides. 

All this I did playfully, working the 
crowd into a frenzy before the opening 
bell. The crowd watched all the while 
as Killer Brooks held me back from our 
opponents, knowing all too well that 
I would have got my clock cleaned 
before we even got under way, and we 
certainly couldn’t give the fans what 
they wanted to see happen this early 
in the show. 

As I worked the crowd into 
believing that I actually was stupid 
enough to want to mix it up with 


either of our opponents, Brooks came 
up with another way to peak our pre- 
bout heat. He ordered me to get face 
down on the mat and do a series of 
push ups, to show the crowd what 
type of physical specimen I truly was. 
In reality, I struggled to do even the 
first couple, and Brooks knew it. Was 
he purposely trying to make me look 
like an inept weakling? 

As I was about to turn red faced 
with embarrassment, he stood over 
me and put his hand in the back of 
my pants and started assisting me, 
pulling me up and down, as I started 
now to do the push ups with ease. 
Realizing the weightless effort it took 
me to perform my newfound pre-bout 
exercise, I turned my head sideways 
to the crowd, sneering gleefully all 
the while, having them believe that 
I believed I was doing this all on my 
own. I now saw Marino, Cain, and 
Percival all covering themselves as best 
they could, trying not to let the fans see 
them laugh aloud. L think I might have 
been ready to break up myself by this 
time. 

It was a great start and we hadn't 
even started to wrestle yet. We milked 
it for all it was worth, the fun and 
games were over, and it was time to 
get it on. 

As the bell sounded, I quickly 
jumped towards the middle of the ring 
wanting to start the match, only to be 
abruptly pulled back to our corner and 
scolded by my partner. I was no fool, I 
was supposed to not want any part of 
this wrestling match, but working the 
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crowd this evening would be too easy 
and a whole lot of fun. 

As the bout progressed, Killer 
did the brunt of the work, absorbing 
much of the punishment. I pleaded 
many times for him to make the tag 
and let me get my hands on those 
scoundrels, but we bided our time. It 
now came to the point where we could 
give the audience their first big tease. 
Against Brooks’ better judgement, and 
my profuse pleading, he reluctantly 
tagged me in. The crowd was now 
edging towards the ends of their seats 
with excited anticipation. 

I slowly climbed through the 
ropes, cautiously roaming the ring and 
not straying too far from our corner. I 
extended my arms, ready to lock up in 
the referees hold, and at the very last 
second, ditch, jump out of the ring, as 
the angry crowd voiced their dismay 
with a chorus of boos. I knew I could 
do this a few times, get a little reaction, 
knowing heat was slowly starting to 
build. They were getting antsy to see 
my wrestling prowess and I was damn 
eager to show them some. 

At certain points in the match, 
when the Killer had the upper hand, be 
iton Marino or Cain, that was my cue to 
ready my 10-inch pythons. He'd bring 
one of our battered opponents towards 
our corner, then reach in my direction 
to make the tag. With brash confidence 
I smacked his hand, entered the ring, 
ready to introduce them to a little Dave 
Drason “Sweet Shin Music”. 

A few kicks here, a couple drop 
elbows there — I seemed to be in 
control. Numerous warnings of “TIl 
disqualify you Drason” from referee Al 
Friend only intensified my assault. He 
would count to three before I’d break 
a chokehold. He'd grab my fist in mid 
throw before I could do any damage. 
When I became upset with his antics 
and he with mine, we came nose to 
nose, him barking strict warnings, 
myself asking for a big wet kiss. We 
both bit our lips, trying to stop the 
laughter, and continued on. 

My confidence was soaring. 
I picked Jack up by the hair as he 
wallowed lifelessly in pain, gave him 
an opened handed smack across the 
chops, cringing as the sound skin on 
skin echoed loudly throughout the 
building. As the oohs and aahs began 
to subside, our opponent would make 


a small comeback. As he did, I made 
a hasty retreat out to the arena floor 
like the coward I was portrayed to be, 
wanting no part of any of him while he 
was alert, alive, or kicking. 

This scenario occurred a few times, 
at times with Jack and at times with 
Marino, knowing all the while we were 
building up a vast amount of pent up 
frustration in the crowd that was ready 
to bust wide open like Oprah at a 
Chinese buffet. Nearly 20 minutes into 


the bout, using every tactic we could 
to help me escape the possibility of 
getting roughed up, it was getting time 
for the finish, and to see just how big 
we could make the crowd go berserk. 
At this point we had the match well 
in hand, victory only moments away. 
The crowd was quiet, uneasily solemn, 
sensing a big emotional letdown of us 


aking the fall and the match. Just when 
it seemed like we had sucked the last 
ounce of energy from their supportive 
bodies, disaster struck. 

WithBrooksintheringmanhandling 
Tony Marino, all it would have taken at 
this point for us to win was for Brooks 
o put his finishing elbow on Tony, pin 
him, have the referee count 1-2-3, and 
raise our arms in triumph. But I got 
00 greedy. I didn’t just want the win, I 
wanted to rub it in their face, humiliate 


them like the sorry excuse of a tag team 
they were. 

The only way to prove my point 
and satisfy my hunger for revenge was 
to make the pin myself. I caught the 
attention of The Killer and told him 
to hoist the lifeless Marino from the 
mat, hold him up for all the world to 
see, wanting to crucify him for his sins 
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against us. That’s when I began my 
ascent to the top rope in our corner. 

My idea was this: to propel my 
entire body through the air, more than 
ten feet across towards the middle of 
the ring, where the crunching brunt 
force of my 135 pound frame would 
crash into Marino’s chest, rendering 
him hopeless onto the mat, where 
I would roll him up for the pin and 
claim the victory. 

The Killer flashed a reassuring 
smile in my direction, acknowledging 
the planas pure genius and inventively 
flawless. He hoisted Marino, put him 
in a full nelson, faced him in my 
direction, and waited for me to take 
flight. Away I went, soaring like an 
eagle towards its prey. 

Only one problem! Marino 
ducked! I smacked hard into Killer 
Tim, making contact with his face and 
upper body. We both went down like 
a sack of potatoes, and the decibel 
level of the crowd went from 1 to 100 
in a matter of seconds. Dazed and 
confused, I now found myself looking 
up at the ring lights (definitely not 
thinking about Jim Melby’s “kick out” 
proverb advise at this point) 

I now watched as Marino body 
slammed Brooks right on top of me. 
He went for the double pin, as Jack 
Cain climbed atop the entire pile, 
as if having reached the summit of 
Mt. Everest. With about 750 pounds 
heaped on top of my skinny body, 
Percival Friend’s hand seemed to be 
pounding the mat slower than Ox 
Baker going under a limbo bar. After 
the three-count, it was all over. The 
crowd favorites came through in the 
end. 

Although victory may have 
escaped us, judging from the roar 
of the popcorn and the smell of the 
crowd, we came out on top knowing 
we did the job to perfection. What 
more can you do than perfection? 
Simple, give the crowd dessert. Which 
is exactly what happened when they 
threw Brooks out onto the arena floor, 
leaving me alone in the ring to fend 
for myself. 

The two good guy gladiators 
gazed into the crowd, giving them the 
thumbs up or thumbs down option. 
My fate rested in their hands. In 
Russell Crowe fashion, they rendered 
my final judgement. Thumbs down 


was the unanimous decision, giving 
Marino and Cain the license to have 
their way with me. Indeed they did 
too. 

I remember them taking turns 
giving me body slam after body slam. 
Huge back body drops followed, so 
high were they that I thought I was 
going to hit the ceiling. Marino then 
grabbed me by my trunks, lifted me 
upside down in a suplex position — it 
seemed to last a month of Sundays. 
Holding me aloft until the crowds 
approval rate was satisfactory, he 
launched me backwards, we landed 
on our backs with a sickening thud. 
Between the roar of the crowd and 
the sound of my body smacking into 
the canvas, it was two of the greatest 
sounds I've ever heard. 

The final nail in my coffin was Jack 
throwing me from one corner of the 
ring to the opposite. Just before I was 
to reach my destination, I lowered my 
head, making my body do the big 180 
degree flip, landing upside down into 
the corner, my foot hooked on the top 
turnbuckle, destroyed, defeated, and 
left for dead. The victorious team exited 
ringside to an enormous ovation, the 
fans lauding their hero’s. 

As for me, Percival untangled my 
trapped foot from it’s snare, sending 
me flopping onto the mat like a 
beached walrus. About this time, my 
partner finally regained his composure. 
Crawling back into the ring, he looked 
at his battered manager laid out 
flatter than a throw rug, and began 
begging the crowd for the smallest bit 
of compassion. None forecoming, he 
dragged me underneath the bottom 
rope, threw me over his shoulder like 
a sailor’s liberty sack, and carried me 
all the way back to the dressing room, 
as beer, popcorn, spit, coins, and who 
knows what else, rained down on us. 

Happy to be back safely of our 
private sanctuary, fulfilled with the 
performance we had just given, 
congratulations abounded from all 
directions as the boys seemed to have 
enjoyed the spectacle everyone had 
just witnessed. Our match turned out 
tobea huge success, one I would have 
loved to have repeated again. But the 
opportunity never again presented 
itself, and I wasn’t exactly eager to 
present it to any promoter as a gimmick 
match in the very near future. 


I did go on to participate in only 
one more type of bout like this in my 
entire career. It was a grudge match 
involving my protege Blackjack Luka 
and our partner, The Mad Iranian, 
along with his manager Handsome 
Gary, versus Luis Martinez and Ron 
Martinelli. The stipulation was, if they 
defeated our guys, Luis & Ron would 
get 5 minutes alone with both of us 
managers in the ring. That my friends 
is a whole other story, to be told 
somewhere in these pages, sometime 
in the very near future. 


Alicia’s House 


This is going to be a different 
kind of road tale. Not one of bumps 
and promos, crowds or autographs, 
finishes or ribs. This one comes from 
the heart. Not only mine but also many 
in the wrestling community who came 
to the aid of a beloved friend. It was 
a chance for us to put aside celebrity, 
volunteer our time, and give back to a 
charity so close to our hearts, Alicia’s 
House 

Alicia’s House is a non-profit food 
pantry that distributes food to the 
hungry and needy in South Chicago, 
Illinois. It was started three years 
ago by former wrestler and World 
Karate Champion, Juan “Mr Karate” 
Hernandez and his wife Stella in 
memory of their Granddaughter who 
passed away at the tender age of 4 
years old. This child’s love of helping 
the less fortunate is carried on by these 
two special people whose tireless 
efforts and human sacrifice helped 
feed 2,643 families, 8,190 individuals, 
and help distribute 83,981 pounds of 
food in 2004 alone. 

I first met Juan in Las Vegas at 


Buddy Roberts looks on while Paul Christy 
tees off. Dave is the tee in this photo! 
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the Cauliflower Alley Club Reunion 
in 2004. A 2002 CAC honoree, I was 
impressed by his soft spoken persona 
as well as his past accomplishments 
in the fields of World Championship 
Karate and professional wrestling. 
I was somewhat taken aback when 
Juan asked me if I was willing to 
come to Chicago and participate in 
their annual Celebrity Golf Outing, 
Silent Auction, and Dinner Banquet to 
benefit his charity. 

Since I am an avid golfer and 
collector of memorabilia, I would see 
if I could work it into my agenda. 
What I didn’t realize was that Juan 
wanted me to participate as one of 
the celebrities, having knowledge of 
my history around pro wrestling as 
well. Like two fleas in a dog’s ear, I 
was more than happy to volunteer my 
time and service to his great cause. 

Because of Wrestling Revue’s 
hiatus in 2004, I wasn’t able to write 
about last year’s event which was a 
stellar success. Having participated in 
that event as well as the 2005 function, 
this will be a combination story of the 
past two years. First, let’s take a step 
back to my inaugural participation in 
September of 2004. 

Leaving suburban Detroit, I 
headed to Chicago by way of Toledo, 
Ohio to meet up with my good friend 
and fellow wrestling manager Percival 
Al Friend. Al had volunteered his 
services at the first Alicia’s House 
event in 2003 and couldn't wait to do 
so again. Filling me in on last year’s 
function and his role in the festivities, 
I was getting just as excited as he, 
in hopes to do our best to make this 
second event an even bigger success. 
The miles flew by as we chatted up 
old wrestling stories and new ones as 


Not to be outdone, Miss Bunny Love has her 
go at teeing off... a year later! 


well. 

Before I knew it, we were in 
Beecher, Illinois, and the first order of 
business, the night before the actual 
event, was a grand dinner put on by 
our gracious hosts Juan and Stella at 
the Die Peotone Bier Stube, a fantastic 
German restaurant. The owner Karl 
made sure we had everything available 
to us: food, drink, and authentic 
German music and entertainment, 
but the others celebs in attendance, 
who came from all over the county to 
volunteer their time and effort, made 
this a Hall of Fame celebration to say 
the least. 

There was shy, meek, and mild 


Buddy Roberts, The Chief Paul Farber, 
The Butcher Kevin Hughes, and 
veteran Hollywood actor and wrestling 
great Scott Schwartz. Rekindling old 
friendships and making ones anew, 
we were treated like Kings on this 
evening but the actual work we came 
to perform was awaiting for us the 
following day 

Our fund raising efforts brought 
us to the Cardinal Creek Golf Course, 
where we started bright and early with 
ameet and greet function with fans and 
those who were there to participate in 
the Golf Tournament. Although myself 
and The Chief were the only celebrities 
who actually play the game of golf, we 
were sent along with a foursome to 
entertain and play as well throughout 
the 18 holes awaiting us. The other 
celebrity volunteers headed out in golf 
carts throughout the day to mingle 
and frolic with the players, praying all 
along not to get hit by any errant balls 
swung by yours truly. 

There were some truly great 
athletes on the course this day but 
sadly none were in my foursome. 
Three out of the four gentlemen that I 
had the pleasure to play golf with this 
day had never set foot on a golf course 
in their lives, none less hold a club in 
their hand. It made for a long round of 
golf but a fun one just the same. 

Having hit some good shots 
throughout my round, the highlight 
of the day for me was when Al Friend 
drove up in his cart on the 8th hole with 
fellow wrestler Paul Christy, a man I 
had admired in my youth as a fan but 
have not seen in many years, probably 
since his last wrestling appearance at 


This is the only way I know to silence Ox 
Baker!” says Dave. 


Cobo Arena back in 1969. 

Lots of heckling, jaw jacking, 
and trash talking were thrown in my 
direction as I was about to hit my 
Titalist but I was able to silence their 
razzing by hitting my tee shot long 
and straight down the fairway, then 
reaching the green on this long par 5 
hole with my second shot. But this was 
a day for fun and I was about to have 
some, I guess at my own expense. 

On this perfect sunshiney day, 
a photo op presented itself. With Al 
and his camera in hand, with Buddy 
Roberts watching in amazement, I 
handed my driver to Paul Christy and 
said that I wanted to see his swing. 
With a bad hip and pains from the 
game still hindering his ability to walk, 
he politely declined. But when offered 
to lay flat out on the ground, placing a 
tee in my mouth, and a Titalist ball on 
top of it, his eyes grew wide. 

With a sheepish grin and a quick 
leap out of the cart, he seemed more 
physically able to give it a try all of a 
sudden. Once our laughter subsided, I 
told Paul to go for it. - but don’t really 
go for it. I didn’t want him to have any 
Moose Cholak crowbar flashbacks and 
potato me upside the head with a Big 
Bertha in his hands. Just pose for the 
picture, a great rib shot, and what a 
classic photo it has become. 

We had more fun like this 
throughout our round of golf. I can still 
hear the bellowing voice of Ox Baker 
echoing throughout the landscape, 
as it did all day long, no matter 
where you were on the course. All 
that mattered was that everyone was 
sharing a laugh, a memorable time, 
and we were helping a great cause 
in the process. After our round was 
complete, not having to worry that our 
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Globetrotters’ great Meadowlark Lemon, Perciv 


team was in any contention of winning 
the tournament, we headed back to 
the clubhouse where we each had a 
position set up to sign autographs and 
take photo’s with those in attendance. 

Joining us other than those 
mentioned from our previous night’s 
gathering, were Chicago Cubs baseball 
great Milt Pappas, Martial Arts Master 
John Sharkey, Paul Christy and his 
wife Bunny Love, fitness trainer, 
motivational speaker, and physical 
specimen extraordinaire Lee Roupas, 
and Mr Karate Jr. Cal Hernandez. 

The two hour session seemed to 
whiz by quickly as we signed, posed, 
and had the opportunity to chat 
with some fantastic people and very 
knowledgeable fans. While this activity 
was happening, there was a silent 
auction also going on in the grand 
ballroom where the action was fast and 
frantic. Donated items from every sport 
and other fields of entertainment were 
represented, with a very impressive 
collection of autographed items, 
photos, and memorabilia on hand. 

I was so disappointed not to have 
been able to bid on a large number of 
great stuff that was on hand, but oh 
well, maybe next year. It was now time 
for the grand finale, where we were 
treated to a fabulous banquet dinner 
with all the trimming. 

The buffet style meal was one for 
the ages, so good in fact that Ox Baker 
wanted a doggie bag so he could treat 
himself to a Midnight Buffet style snack 
back at the hotel before he hit the sack. 
Following the meal, awards were 


1 Al Friend ond The Chief. 


who work tirelessly throughout the 
year in order to make Alicia's House a 
community success. Also a cash prize 
went to the team with the low score 
in the golf tournament. Thus with the 
golf tournament, the silent auction, 
and banquet dinner attendees, the 
days efforts by all involved brought 
in much needed funding for such a 
charitable cause. 

Hoping that my efforts in some 
way made just one ounce of difference 
to someone less fortunate, I vowed that 
this would not be my last involvement 
with this spectacular group. On our 
way back to the hotel, myself, Al Friend, 
and Scott Schwartz decided to have 
one last night cap at the Bier Stube, the 
fine establishment we visited the night 
before. Karl, the owner, welcomed us 
with open arms and treated us like 
royalty once again. 

As we conversed, I was able to 
speak at length, getting to know better 
my new friend Scott. Standing at 6'10” 
tall, this gentle giant known as the 
Ultimate Bad Guy, has acted in such 
blockbuster movies such as Oceans 11, 
Fire Down Below, Spiderman, Starsky 
& Hutch, and My Giant, along with 
numerous television shows and music 
videos to his credit. With such great 
success on his resume, I found him 
to be anything but the stereotypical 
Hollywood snob. 

Soft spoken, well mannered, and 
always looking for a reason to laugh, 
we found that we had so much in 
common. We traded war and road 
stories, talked of life and lost loves, but 
most of all, I found our similarity to be 


two guys who liked to laugh and joke 
like childish kids, acting about adult 
as a couple of ticklish school girls, yet 
let the serious side of our personalities 
display our willingness to lend support 
and impact a difference to help others 
less fortunate. 

I am glad to this day that I still 
keep in contact with my new found 
friend in hopes of him one day 
becoming a Hollywood mega-star and 
able to adopt me. To learn more about 
Scott’s acting and wrestling career, 
visit his enjoyable website at www. 
ultimatebadguy.com 

The next morning, on our drive 
back home, Al brought out his cell 
phone and infamous black book, 
loaded with numbers that reads like 
a who's who Hall of Fame wrestling 
phone book. One after another, we 
dialed and chatted with numerous 
stars from the old school days. Dandy 
Dan Miller, Sputnik Monroe, Bob Orton 
Sr., Fred Curry, Jimmy Valiant, among 
many others. The drive time hours 
seemed to pass us by as we arrived at 
our destinations, both looking forward 
to next year’s event 

Which brings us to another 
September weekend in 2005. I was 
honored to have received an invitation 
by Juan and Stella Hernandez, asking 
if I would be willing to participate 
once again. It didn’t take me long to 
render a decision. Realizing that their 
charitable efforts to feed the hungry is 
a year-round task, the least I could do 
was give a few days of myself. Offering 
nothing more than a chance to make a 
difference, it was an offer I couldn't 
refuse. 

Like Tex McKenzie used to say to 
Lord Layton, “I’d shoot my horse to 
get there.” 

Word seemed to be out for this 3rd 
Annual classic as the list of superstars 
wanting to lend their support grew a 
bit more in stature. Heading the list of 
this years participating celebrities were 
former Harlem Globetrotter legend 
Meadowlark Lemon, wrestling Hall 
of Famer Handsome Harley Race, the 
Cool Cool Kitty from New York City 
Boogie Woogie Man Jimmy Valiant, 
from Chicago’s Q101 Mancow radio 
program Turd, better known to his 
wife and friends as Jeff Renzetti, plus 
Alicia’s House alumni stars from the 
world of wrestling, myself, Percival 


handed out by Juan to those volunteers 
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Al Friend, Freebird Buddy Roberts, 
Paul Christy and Bunny Love, The 
Chief Paul Farber, plus Mr Karate Jr, 
Lee Roupus, and baseball legend Mil 
Pappas. 

As seems to be ritual, many of us 
gathered the evening before the even 
to renew old friendships. We came 
together at Nick’s Lick’s in Peotone, 
IL a step back in time circa 1800's ice 
cream parlor and café owned by Jef 
“Turd” Renzetti. 

Our host and his wife Laura 
have transformed this quaint spot 
into a memorabilia mecca, decorated 
with numerous autographed guitars, 
rock and roll collectable, and sports 
treasures that would make any 
museum green with envy. I highly 
suggest visiting this gem if ever in the 
area, it’s worth the eye candy as well 
as the edible dandies. 

Equally shocked to see each other 
after over a year’s time were myself 
and Jimmy Valiant. I was shocked to 
see Jimmy sans his trademark beard, 
he shocked and delighted to see me 
sans 35 pounds from a recent diet. We 
discussed his long awaited biography, 
ready to be released upon the wrestling 
public very soon, his career, and his 
wrestling camp in Virginia. 

It was great to chat it up with 
Harley Race, who drive in from 
Missouri - good to see him up and 
around again after recent hip surgery. 
I also made a new acquaintance 
with the Clown Prince of Basketball 
Meadowlark Lemon. He looks as 
great as ever, a bit greyer maybe, 
but still in great shape as well as in 
spirit. In addition to his help with 


Alicia’s House, Lark, a minister these 
days living in Arizona, he found time 
throughout his one week’s visit to the 
Windy City to preach in a number of 
local churches, delivering his message 


P3 


Dave and actor Scott Schwartz. 


of hope. Go to www. 
meadowlarklemon.com 
to learn more about his 
career past and present. 

After a delicious 
dinner, we all headed 
back to the hotel for a 
good night's rest, much 
needed with a full days 
line up ahead of us. 
Up bright and early, 
Al, Meadowlark, and 
myself ventured to the 
Manteno Golf Club, host 
course for this year’s 
festivities. Walking 
into the banquet hall, 
the items up for bid for 
the Silent Auction were 
easily twice the amount 
from the year before, 
twice as impressive in 
collectability as well. 
autographed beauties 
such as Michael 
Jordan jerseys, Jerry Seinfeld photos, 
NASCAR helmets, artists Gold 
records, and a huge number of one of a 
kind wrestling items that any collector 
would dropkick Al Snow for. Bidding 
continued throughout the day, and 
after our brief meet and greet with the 
fans, the golf tournament was the first 
order of the day. 

The number of golfers who 
payed a hefty entrance fee to play 
in this tournament, all for a worthy 
cause mind you, was a complete sell 
out, nearly doubling the number of 
entrants from prior years. The number 
of celebrity golfers this year doubled in 
size from last year as well - up from 2 to 
4. Myself, The Chief, Harley Race, and 
Meadowlark Lemon were split among 
participating foursomes who bid for 
our services. Luckily 
for me, this year I was playing with 
four very grand and knowledgeable 
athletes, a joy to play a round of 18 
holes of golf with on this cloudless 
beautiful morning. 

Among the laughter and fun my 
troupe was having, we were often 
visited throughout the day from the 
other celebrities serving as goodwill 
ambassadors who came out on the 
course to rile, razz, celebrate good 
shots, and snicker at a few of the worm 
burners many of the other foursomes 
entertained them with. Nothing but 


The Boogie Woogie Man - Jimmy Valiant, poses with Dave. 


rave reviews were heard from everyone 
involved, especially we who had the 
opportunity to play along with such 
wonderful caring people. 

With my group intensely focused 
on the game at hand, (probably from 
my threats of a Camel Clutch or Von 
Raschke Claw if we lost) with us each 
hitting Tiger Woodsesque great shots 
from the fairway and sinking a few 
timely putts, I am happy to report that 
with a score of 9 under par, I helped 
my team to victory and top prize at 
this year’s outing. Congratulations to 
my fellow players in hopes that we can 
repeat again next year 

With this portion of the day’s 
events under our belts, it was now 
ime to retreat into the main ballroom 
where once again, there were tables set 
up for us to sign autographs and pose 
or pictures with the gathered throngs. 
We took our positions behind our 
assigned name cards and the signing 
went on throughout the next two 
hours, all the while, people roamed the 
perimeter of the hall to place bids on 
he incredible display of silent auction 
items. Once again, I was shut out of the 
bidding action because of my duties, 
but come next year, I have a plan. I will 
offer $1.00 over anyone else’s offer at 
he conclusion of the bidding, assuring 
myself of getting everything I want 
and then some. Look out Ebay 
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Harley Race can’t pass up the opportunity to 
use the “Human Golf Tee.” 


One thing I was able to do was geta 
few autographs myself, one on a photo 
taken the year before with myself and 
Milt Pappas, another of Harley Race 
and myself taken back in 1970 outside 
he TV Studio at the Chase Hotel in St. 
Louis. Harley couldn’t believe it was 
he both of us in the photo, myself 
a 15 year old jabrony, he svelte and 
handsome as his nickname befitted 

im. Father time had taken his toll on 
the both of us, we laughed. 

But when Paul Christy was 
beginning to sign our classic golf 
photo, another photo op brain storm 
hit me. This was my chance to take one 
with him and Bunny Love, the first 
husband-wife team to be so honored 
at this years CAC in Las Vegas. Still 
hampered by an aching hip, Paul 
had to decline but Bunny was more 
han happy to duplicate the infamous 
pose. We went out onto the course and 
although it took us a number of tries 
to get it done because of our constant 
giggling and laughing, the photo came 
out another classic. 

Witnessing our fun, Harley Race 
wanted in on the action as well. Except 
he really wanted to give it a swing. We 
settled on a well placed club under the 
chin that did the trick. Now it seemed 
at this point, everyone wanted a photo 
taken in that manner. I justly had to 
claim exclusive rights on the pose. In 
years to follow, it will be interesting to 
see what collection of shots I am able 
to amass with unsuspecting superstar 
participants. 

After a wonderful banquet 
meal, everyone at the head table was 
introduced to the crowd, receiving a 


welcome round of applause. That was 
until it got around to Jimmy Valiant, 
Meadowlark Lemon, and Harley Race, 
who were humbled by the thunderous 
applause and justly deserved standing 
ovation given to them by not only the 
crowd, but from all of us at the head 
table as well. A fitting tribute to three 
men I have admired, respected, and 
vastly enjoyed being entertained by 
over the years. 

Introduced and honored also this 
day were the workers and helpers 
who year round volunteer their time 
and efforts to Alicia’s House. An 
impromptu auction then sprang up 
as Meadowlark offered up his Hall 
of Fame jersey and ball cap from the 
same festivities which went for $400 
and $200 respectively. Also a toilet 
seat, signed by many stars in the 
sports & entertainment world, who 
had appeared on Turd’s radio show 
from the past year, went up for grabs. 
It was snapped up for a $500 winning 
bid. 

After a long day of non stop 
activity, it was time for us to pack 
up, bid our farewells, and hug our 
fellow participants for a job well 
done and a safe passage home. We all 
looked forward to seeing each again 
somewhere soon, be it in Las Vegas, 
the Wrestling Hall of Fame, or another 
get together somewhere around the 
country where us old schoolers have 
an opportunity to congregate. 

The trip wouldn’t have been 
complete without a stop at the ole 
Bier Stube where Al and I remade 
acquaintance with our old friend and 
owner Karl. 

He remembered us well from 
the years past and made us welcome 
during his Octoberfest celebration 
which seemed to have half of the 
Chicagoareapopulationinattendance. 
We enjoyed the festive atmosphere 
and talked into the wee hours, 9pm 
but hey, that’s late for these two old 
timers. 

The following morning we headed 
back East, making use of Al's Black 
Book phone registry, which made 
the drive time fly right by like a Nick 
Gulas payoff. We were happy to relate 
tales and relay greetings from those 
we had just spent time with over the 
weekend to the many wrestling stars 
from the past we called during our 


drive, each happy to hear of the events 
success, and in hopes to participate 
themselves sometime in the future. 

Funds raised from this year’s event 
are still being tallied as of this writing, 
but from all indication, it was a huge 
success on all fronts. From the large 
number of golfers who signed up play 
in the tourney, to the overflow sell out 
crowd who mingled amongst the stars, 
opened up their wallets to snag a few 
collectable treasure, and dined on the 
finest of delicious offerings. I’m proud 
to have had the opportunity to assist in 
a manner I never thought possible. 

In summary, my past two year’s 
involvement with Juan Hernandez for 
his wonderful charity has allowed me 
the chance to give of myself to help a 
community fight an enemy known as 
hunger. As with all of societies ills, I 
wish I could wave a magic wand or 
come up with the perfect finish to end 
our fellow humans suffering. But the 
reality is that someone had to step up to 
the plate, and become the unheralded 
crusaders for the cause. 

I fondly look forward to my 
involvement in this event in 2006 and I 
invite you all to share in this fun filled 
day. If you would like to golf with one 
of your favorite wrestlers, bid on any 
number of rare collectable, to meet and 
mingle with many from our wrestling 
family, and to lend support to those 
in need, you won't be disappointed. 
If anyone in the wrestling community 
would like to help support this cause, 
find out more about this admirable 
organization, or find the date for the 
2006 gathering, go to 

www.aliciashouse.org 


W.ELA. 

Those fans who remember the 
W.RLA. (Wrestling Fans International 
Association) may be interested to note 
that I am trying to organize a reunion 
of this old fraturnity. No date or site 
has yet been selected but I would like 
to hear from any fans who may be 
interested in attending. If response is 
positive and enough fans are interested, 
I will further dwell into it’s possibility. 
Drop me a note in care of this magazine 
or at winedude@ameritech.net. 


Until next time, the dressing room 
door is now closed as Dave Drason has 
left the building. 


| 


: ie eee | 
The Baillargeon Family brought 
six brothers to the professional 
wrestling world. Paul, Tony (above), 
Adrian, Jean, Lionel, and Charles 
were all strongmen. Paul amazed 
fans in Minneapolis when he lifted a 
full grown horse. No wonder World’s 
Champion Lou Thesz suffered from 
headaches after Baillargeon spun him 
during a title bout with his swinging 
full nelson hold. Brother Tony was 
a top junior heavyweight who gave 
kingpin Baron Leone all that he could 
handle. 


JOHNNY ROUGEAU 


Johnny Rougeau had handsome 
features usually associated with movie 
stars and rock n’ roll singers. The 
younger female fans made him as big 
a gate attraction as the legendary Yvon 
Robert in Montreal. Johnny ventured 
to the United States and also proved 
to be big office in leading mat centers 
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such as Boston, Chicago, Columbus, 
and Minneapolis. Other members of 
the Rougeau family later followed him 
into the pro ranks 


George and Sandy Scott were one 
of the smoothest working tag team 
combinations of all time. Known for 
lightning fast tags and high flying 
moves such as dropkicks, the Scott 
Brothers won major championships 
wherever they appeared. After retiring 
both men played major roles behind 


the scenes. Much of promoter Vince 
McMahon's success can directly be 
attributed to George Scott’s booking 
genius 


PZD John/Chris Tolos i 


Chris and John Tolos were on the 
opposite end of the spectrum from 
the Scotts. They prided themselves 
on being rough and tough in the ring, 
using any tactics necessary to score a 
victory. They were quickly nicknamed 
“The Canadian Wrecking Crew.” John 
liked to boast on TV interviews that 
wrestling was spelled “T-O-L-O-S.” 


DON EAGLE 


Don Eagle was the greatest Native 
Indian wrestler of all time. A former 
boxer, Don was one of the most agile 
wrestlers of all time, known for his 
ability to walk the ropes. Extremely 


colorful the fans loved Eagle's 
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headdresses, the war dance that he 
performed when finishing off foes, 
and Chief War Eagle’s ringside beating 
of a drum that inspired his son. Don 
Eagle won a version of the World’s 
Heavyweight Championship by 


defeating Frank Sexton. 


Wladek “Killer” Kowalski 
was one of the greatest heels of all 
time. Originally he was nicknamed 
“Tarzan” for his magnificent physique 
and power. The fan support came 
to an end when one of Kowalski’s 
patented knee drops from the top 
rope severed off part of Yukon’s Eric’s 
ear. Kowalski headlined everywhere 
and held the Montreal version of the 
Montreal World’s Heavyweight Title 
on numerous occasions. 


Ben/Mike SHARPE 


Ben and Mike Sharpe without a 
doubt were the best tag team to hail 
from Canada. For the early part of the 
Fifties they reigned as the undisputed 
World’s Tag Team Champions. Big 
men for their time period, they prided 
themselves on always being in top 
notch physical condition. West Coast 
fans still talk about their many battles 
against the likes of Leo “The Lion” 
Nomellini and the Torres Brothers. 


Yvon Robert was the undisputed 
king of the Montreal wrestling scene. 
His matches against other champions 
of the day such as Lou Thesz, Bobby 


Managoff, and Bill Longson are 
legendary. Yvon also won the Montreal 
version of the World’s Heavyweight 
Title numerous times. He was very 
instrumental in grooming the careers 
of Larry Moquin, Johnny Rogeau, and 
Ed Carpentier. 


GENE KINISKI 


Gene Kiniski was one of the 
first great heel champions. During 
his long and Illustrious career he 
was recognized as the World’s 
Heavyweight Champion by the 
NWA, AWA, and in Montreal. And 


Bruno Sammartino can testify that 
“Big Thunder” also did his best to 
annex the WWWF Title. Before turning 
to wrestling Kiniski had played 
professional football for the Edmonton 
Eskimos with team mates Wilbur 
Snyder and Joe Blanchard. 


Whipper Billy Watson was the 
number one wrestler as far as Canadian 
grappling fans were concerned. Twice 
Watson ruled as the NWA World’s 
Heavyweight Champion. Considering 
that “The Whip” had to beat “Wild” 
Bill Longson and Lou Thesz for those 
honors, it was small wonder he was a 
national hero. Billy used his fame to 
raise funds for a number of charitable 
organizations. 


ISeelt 


I realize these memories I am writing up for Brian are disjointed and skip around a 
lot. As I have written earlier, I did not keep a diary and have to go by my memory over 


forty years in some cases. 


The incidents I mentioned are NOT in chronological order - I am just writing them 
down as I think of them. If I repeat things I have written earlier and if I forget to mention 
some things or some people or spell some names wrong, I apologize. I hope that some 
of you enjoy these trips down my memory lane as much as I do and I thank Brian for 
allowing me to make these trips in the pages of Wrestling Revue. 


TIl continue on my memories 
of my involvement in professional 
wrestling. In my years as a promoter 
one card really stands out. After Harry 
Kamatcus died in 1967, Jim “Doc” 
Hulwi and I took over running the 
wrestling cards in Mankato. I had been 
running cards throughout southern 
Minnesota, northern Iowa, and eastern 
South Dakota for some years and still 
working for Harry in Mankato. 

The card I am thinking about 
took place at Mankato State College’s 
Blakeslee Field - the same stadium 


Harley Race battles The Crusher 


where the Minnesota Vikings have 
held their annual training camp for 
over forty years. This card was a 
benefit for the Athletic Booster Club 
of the college which was the college 
I was graduated from. Mankato State 
changed their name to Minnesota State 
University some years ago (No, they 
did not change the name of the football 
coach to Hayden Frye). 

The main event was a A.W.A. 
World’s Heavyweight Championship 
match with Verne Gagne defending his 
title against Larry Hennig. We also had 


“My: Career i in 
Professional Wrestling” 


_ by Norman Kietzer — 


Johnny Powers going up against Rene 
Goulet and the team of Bob Boyer & 
Eddie Sharkey against Professor Steve 
Druk & Jose Quintero. 

I was really nervous about the 
weather because this was the first 
outdoor card I had ever been involved 
in promoting, even though we had 
arranged for matches to be held 
in the adjacent Highland Arena in 
case of rain. The card was held on 
Thursday, July 27th, 1967, and I drove 
up to Minneapolis the weekend before 
to appear on the All Star Wrestling 
program that originated from the 
WTCN television studio atthe Calhoun 
Beach Manor and was seen across the 
state of Minnesota. 

I remember being interviewed by 
Marty O'Neill and on the program I 
guaranteed we would have a World’s 
Heavyweight Championship match 
on the card (something we seldom 
had in Mankato) as we had also signed 
Johnny Powers to appear - Powers was 
challenging Gagne for the title that 
weekend in Saint Paul. I also banned 
Harley Race from the stadium - Race 
was Hennig’s tag team partner at the 
time and the main reason I banned 
Harley was that he was booked to 
wrestle on another card in Minnesota 
that night quite a distance away. 

Then a couple of days before the 
matches Larry Hennig was legitimately 
injured and could not wrestle. There 
went the main event, but Harley Race 
agreed to substitute. Harley appeared 
in the card where he was booked and 
then drove (as only Harley could) 
to Mankato to wrestle on my main 
event title match and everything went 
smoothly. 

The crowd went wild when I 
walked out of the dressing room with 
Harley instead of Larry and Doc Hulwi 
announced that Hennig had been 
injured and Race was substituting. I 
don’t remember what we grossed, but 
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back in those days our ticket price were 
$2.00 for adults and $1.00 for children. 
I do know that over the years most 
of my cards were benefit events for 
various school and civic organizations 
and we raised several thousand dollars 
‘or them over the years. 

Getting back to Harley, he was 
the wrestler who could make the best 
ime on the road. Most of the A.W.A. 
wrestlers lived in Minnesota at the 
ime and most of the travel was by 
car. The cards I ran in what they called 
“tank towns” were a fill in between 
he bigger events held in larger cities. 
Some of the boys didn’t like working 
in the smaller towns but if they wanted 
to work for the Minneapolis Wrestling 
Club and get the big payoffs from the 
big events. they also had to work the 
smaller shows. 

When Harley came to the area he 
was not well known and was teamed 
up with Larry Hennig for about a year 
before they were matched with The 
Bruiser and The Crusher for the A.W.A. 
tag team title. During that year Harley 
and Larry were seen throughout the 
state and became very well known as 
a tag team. 

Almost all of the top stars in the 
A.W.A. appeared on small town cards. 
There were only three or four matches 
on the cards. Many people who were 
introduced to wrestling on the small 
cards would eventually travel to the 
Twin Cities to attend the super cards 
usually held two or three times amonth 
with more than a dozen wrestlers on 
them. A.W.A. wrestling was a part of 
the Minnesota culture at that time. 

Harley and his driving ability, 
while most of the wrestlers on my cards 
arrived early for their matches, Harley 
Race would often make it at the last 
minute — mainly because he usually 
started out driving at the last possible 
minute. I remember one night when I 
had Harley matched against Cowboy 
Bill Watts at the National Guard 
Armory in Marshall, Minnesota. 

always had several off duty police 
officers working security for me at my 
cards and we were into the second 
match and Harley had not yet arrived. 
They boys in the ring were aware of 
this and knew they would have to 
work longer. I was the ring announcer. 
One of the police officers working for 
me came to ringside and asked me to 


come back to the dressing room. He 
then patched me in to Harley Race on 
his radio — Harley was in a town about 
fifty miles away and wanted me to 
know thathe had just gotten a speeding 
ticket and would be a bit late. 

We ended up having an extra long 
intermission before the main event 
(which did not bother me a lot as my 
wife was running the concession stand 
and we had a sellout crowd). When 
Harley finally arrived he handed me 
three speeding tickets — if seems that 
after the first officer who ticketed him 
let him radio ahead that he was going 
to me late getting to Marshall, that 
same officer also radioed to the police 
officers in the towns between there 
and Marshall and told them Harley 
was coming. 

I reminded Harley of this some 
years later when he was again 
wrestling Cowboy Bill Watts at the 
Louisiana Superdome in New Orleans 


— this time Harley was defending the 
N.W.A. World’s title, and we had a 
good laugh. I was at the Superdome 
because I did the official programs 
for matches there for some years. This 
time Harley arrived plenty early. 

Another Harley Race incident 
that I remember happened in 
Minneapolis. Just a couple of blocks 
from the Minneapolis Auditorium 
where wrestling cards were held was 
a restaurant called The Chestnut Tree 
where some of the wrestlers hung out. 
One night Harley was there when two 
men started to beat up a woman. Harley 
stepped into the fight and subdued the 
two men, but didn’t realize there was a 
third man with them who stuck a knife 
in Harley’s back. Harley subdued the 
third man as well and held all three of 
them (with the knife still sticking out 
of his back) until the police arrived. 

I recall when we first heard about 
the incident on the radio they did not 
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identify Harley — just said that it was 
a professional wrestler. Reggie Parks 
immediately guessed that it was 
Harley. 

One thing about this incident 
that struck me is that the women 
and all three of the men were Black, 
and Harley did not always have a 
politically correct attitude towards 
Black people so having him come to the 
aid of a Black woman surprised some. 
Harley was from Missouri and started 
wrestling for Gust Karras down there. 
To illustrate the attitude some from 
that area had, I will give you another 
example. 

I did programs for the Iowa 
promotions of Larry Lewis for some 
years — they were part of the Central 
States promotion headquartered in St. 


Joseph and Kansas City and their top 
regular referee and (I believe a partner 
in the promotion) was Richard Moody. 
One time I was riding with him and 
Rufus R. Jones was on the card. 

Rufus had wrestled for that 
promotion for some years and was a 
top star there. After the matches Rufus 
had car trouble and asked Richard 
for a ride and Richard told him and I 
quote. “My mother would turn over in 
her grave if I ever gave a ‘Black person’ 
a ride in my car” and drove away. 
Well Richard didn’t exactly say “Black 
Person” but the rest of that quote is 
accurate. This was the background 
Harley Race came from. 

Harley Race was somewhat of a 
wild man in and out of the ring. Larry 
Hennig, on the other hand, was a 


Ernie Ladd, seen here with announcer Sam Menacker. 


Andre comes to the aid of Dusty Rhodes. 


family man. He and his wife Irene ran 
the By George Inn on Lake George and 
I remember being a guest there several 
times. But Larry had his moments also. 
I remember being at the Inn one night 
when Larry and Dusty Rhodes joined 
the band on the stage and did their 
version of “Joy To The World.” This 
was not the Christmas Carol but rather 
the Three Dog Night song by the same 
name. Dusty sang the song and Larry 
came in with “reibit, rebit, ribit” in the 
parts about Jeremiah the Bullfrog. 

I also remember one Saturday 
night after the wrestling studio show at 
Channel 11 going with Dusty Rhodes 
and Nick Bockwinkel and Nick’s wife to 
the U.S. Olympic Team vs, The Russian 
wrestling team held at Anoka Ramsey 
— a suburb of Minneapolis — because 
the big professional card was the next 
day (Sunday) in Saint Paul and they 
were off that night. Verne Gagne and 
his wife were also in attendance and I 
remember on the way back Nick’s wife 
said that she had never seen Verne’s 
wife before and now she knew what 
she looked like. Dusty Rhodes piped 
up that he had not seen her before 
either and that he had expected that 
she would look like Billy Robinson. 

I also remember sitting with Dusty 
and Andre the Giant in bar on top of a 
hotel in New Orleans that overlooked 
a dock where a Russian ship was 
moored directly below and Dusty kept 
telling Andre not to fall out the window 
and onto the Russian ship as it would 
cause an international incident. Andre 
just sat there and drank more than a 
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case of beer. This was after a card at the 
Louisiana Superdome. 

The Superdome has been in the 
news a lot lately so I want to put in 
my view of the wrestling cards there. 
During the years I did the programs 
for the cards there I remember one 
thing in particular. The crowd and 
the card were always a equal mixture 
of Black and white. Unlike some area, 
Black wrestlers got just a big a push 
and just as many main events as white 
wrestlers. 

I remember sitting in the dressing 
room in the Superdome and talking 
with Ernie Ladd. Ernie had wrestled 
on one of my cards a decade earlier in 
Albert Lea, Minnesota, at the Armory 
and I had also met him several times 
in Chicago but I don’t think he 
remembered me. Ernie proceeded to 
tell me how everyone in professional 
wrestling was prejudiced and Black 
wrestlers never got a fair shake. 

I asked him why he kept wrestling 
here then and he finally said that Bill 
Watts (who booked the Superdome 
cards) was an ‘asshole,’ but he was an 
‘asshole’ to everyone Black or white. If 
you looked at the history of wrestling 
in the Superdome I think you would 
find two Black wrestlers — Ernie Ladd 
and Sylvester Ritter (known as The 
Junkyard Dog) were the two biggest 
stars in the era there. 

I always got along with Bill Watts. 
He wrestled on my cards before he 
became involved in the promotion 
in Oklahoma-Louisiana area and 
when he did he had me do the official 
programs for them. The promoter can’t 
always please everyone all of the time, 
and he has to be tough at times and not 
let the boys run things. Bill was, in my 
opinion, fair but not always polite. I 
think that if Ted Turner had left Bill in 
charge of the WCW it would still be in 
business today. 

Wrestling for Bill Watts at a 
Superdome event with a super big 
payday was not always a single deal. 
I remember attending one event there 
in New Orleans on a Saturday night 
and then catching a plane the next 
morning with some of the boys and 
going somewhere in Texas where 
we switched planes and went on 
to Oklahoma City where there was 
another wrestling card on Sunday 
afternoon and afterthat card getting ina 


car with Skandor Akbar and Andre the 
Giant and driving to Tulsa, Oklahoma, 
where they wrestled on another card 
that night -- three appearances in a 
little over 24 hours and all that travel 
between events. 

I also remember spending a Friday 
night at the airport in Oklahoma when 
my flight was canceled because they 
had put too much sand on the runway 
and the plane right ahead of us had 
problems because they sucked sand 
into their engines on takeoff. Then 
he next morning I got on a plane and 
we taxied out to take off and the pilot 
announced that we would have to wait 
until the fog lifted to leave. Then when 
he fog finally lifted, he announced 
that while waiting to take off we had 
used too much fuel and had to go back 
o the terminal to refuel. 

I was supposed to appear on 
he Saturday A.W.A. program in 
Minneapolis, so back at the terminal 
I called up Jim Melby in Saint Paul 


and told him “The good news is that 
Im at the airport. The bad news is 
that it’s the Oklahoma City airport.” 
They got along fine without me at the 
Minneapolis television program. 

AnothertimeIrecall returning from 
covering one of Jerry Jarrett’s cards in 
Nashville to New York’s La Guardia 
Airport. We were over the runway and 
the pilot had already put down the 
landing gear when he suddenly pulled 
up. The plane vibrated like you would 
not believe if you had not experienced 
something like this. The pilot then 
announced that we had been cleared 
to land on the runway but as he was 
about to touch down he visually saw 
a lear jet pull onto the runway and taxi 
toward him so he decided to go around 
again. 


With my limited travel experience, 
I can imagine what many hassles and 
stories some of the wrestlers who 
travel full time have had. 


Bill Watts 
and Norm Kietzer. 
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I hate this book! I love this book! 

Now that readers are totally confused, 
allow me to explain. 

Most readers of Wrestling Revue come 
from a time period when pro wrestling was 
a very closed society. Even many of those 
working in the business in some capacity 
were generally not privy to any behind- 
the-scenes activity or decisions. And unless 
you were related, or paid good money to 
learn the trade at a wrestling school, all of 
the secrets and mystery of the business and 
sport of professional wrestling remained a 
matter of conjecture. 

Then, of course, came the era of 
modern “sports entertainment,” in which it 
became common knowledge that wrestling ` 
matches were predetermined... that 
brothers weren't really brothers... that the 
guys who just had a battle in the ring were 
sharing a drink at the local bistro. 

The “good old days” are memories 
now, and wrestling has become somewhat 
of an open-book when it comes to reality. 
The question of “Is it real or fake?” has 
been replaced by “How do they do it?” 
This book, The Professional Wrestlers’ 
Workout & Instructional Guide basically is a 
training manual for those who wish to get 
into the business and those who simply 
want to know how it’s done. 

The book lacks no credibility when 
it comes to the teachers: Harley Race, 
Ricky Steamboat and Les Thatcher need 
absolutely no introduction to readers of 
this publication. 

Along with Alex Marvez, they’ve 
assembled a genuine handbook for 
anybody who is even considering wrestling 
as a profession. 

Granted, there is no substitute for a 
good wrestling training school (like Race’s 
Wrestling Academy), but many who dream 
of the spotlights of the main event might 
first read this book before starting down 
the path to stardom. 

The book’s main focus is to take you 
pictorially step-by-step through each well- 
known wrestling hold and maneuver. 
From an atomic drop to a vertical suplex, 
each hold is demonstrated in photos and 
words. Even commonplace moves are fully 
explained. 

For example, a move seen in every 
wrestling match, “hitting the ropes” isn’t 
as simple as one might think. In the book, 
the execution of this basic staple of a pro 
wrestling match is completely explained. 

Additionally, there are sidebars with 
“Tips” for each move. The “hitting the 
ropes” tip: “Regardless of the style used, your 
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right arm should be draped over 
the top rope and your right hand 
should always loosely clutch the 
top rope while in the process of 
bouncing off. This way you have 
some control in terms of where 
you fall and land if the top rope 
were to break. without that grip, 
you could end up somewhere in 
the second row of seats!” 

Although much of the 
book is based on the execution 
of in-ring moves, there are 
many different aspects of 
importance when it comes to 
learning the craft. “Breaking 
In” gives tips on selecting a 
trainer and an overview of 
today’s wrestling world while 
“Strength and Conditioning” 
provides work-out regimens 
for maximum performance in 
the ring; “ 

There are two more chapters that are 
of prime importance. “Ring Psychology.” 
The chapter begins, “It takes more than 
just a good physique and knowing the 
maneuvers to make it in the big leagues. 
Being a showman and working the crowd 
are just as important.” As Harley Race 
states in one of the many “Ring Talk” 
sidebars to the chapter, “I generated so much 
heel heat during some of my entrances that fans 
attacked me on two separate occasions enroute 
to the ring.” 

Les Thatcher adds, “I think to build a 
match, it comes down to being a storyteller. 
There's a beginning, a middle and an end. 
Whatever your end is, your match has to go 
towards that.” 

This great chapter is a must read for 
any aspiring pro wrestler. It includes topics 
like “Ring Entrances,” “Playing to the 
Crowd,” “The use of blood,” “Assembling 
A Match” etc.. 

Great wrestling matches are much 
more than acrobatics and big muscles, and 
the authors do their best to make that a 
convincing point. 

The final chapter is also important 
to anyone entering the game. “Selling 
Yourself” includes topics like “Designing 
A Character,” “Cutting An Interview,” 
“Marketing Yourself,” and “Working Up 
The Ladder.” An interesting and perhaps 
eye-opening section called “Payoffs” tells 
it like it is. 

Here, Harley Race com-ments, “Back 
when I was first starting in the 1960s, the 
promoters had what they called a guarantee. It 
varied.. the standard $25-per-night guarantee 
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was real common throughout the industry. But 
one time when I was working for Nick Gulas, I 
drove from Memphis to wrestle in Cleveland, 
Tennessee, then drove back to Nashville. I made 
$7. By the time you count food as well, I probably 
came out — $30 or -$40 for the evening.” 

The book is liberally sprinkled with 
stories like this from Race, Steamboat and 
That-cher. Even if you have absolutely 
no intention of ever setting foot into the 
squared circle, the various memories and 
advice given by these men is interesting to 
read. 

If you are just a fan, you'll gain’a true 
appreciation for the work involved to make 
a great wrestling match what it is. 

So, back to the opening sentence of 
this review. I “hate” this book because I 
personally long for a time that books like 
this would never be published. (Even 
Harley gives the advice, “Wrestling should 
be on a need-to-know type basis. You will read 
several things in this book that are outside 
the realm of wrestling and no instructional 
value. These are things that really shouldn't be 
discussed.”) 

I “love” this book because it gives 
a fascinating look at the true art and 
craftsmanship necessary to make it all real. 

The bookis available for $24.95 atmajor 
chain and independent bookstores, by 
phoning 1-877-424-2665 in the continental 
U.S., or online at: 
www-SportsPublishingLLC.com 


— Brian Bukantis 


